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Summary: Why hello there! How nice of you to drop by! Staying 
overtime at work? No problem. Having date night in the afternoon and 
don't have anyone to watch the kids? Look no further! I ' d be happy to 
watch those little munchkins for you! a€*AUa€' 


1 . Approved ! 

■jk" ■jk" ^ ■jk" ■jk" 

**_ "Being responsible sometimes means pissing people off."_** 
**_ ~Colin Powell_** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>It happened. <p> 

It had finally happened. 

After months of nearly going broke in getting Sunday papers trying to 
find help wanted adsaC" after weeks of calling numerous phone numbers 
only to get turned down just as many times, and after days spent with 
no food in his system whatsoever... 

Oikawa Tooru got himself a job. 

A _job_. **J-0-B.** 

He could hardly believe it when he had gotten the courage to look in 
his mailbox again. All he ever got were numerous letters that 
practically screamed 'Like hell we'd hire you' all over. 

Heartbreaking as it was then, this was _now_. 

His golden ticket. His ultimate boon. The item that could change his 
life forever was in the form of a simple ( now ripped up, but 
whatever) ivory envelope. 



"And she said I'd start _tomorrow_! Isn't that great, 
Iwa-chan? " 


An uncomfortable silence filled the other end of the phonea€"whether 
or not Iwaizumi was even in his apartment Oikawa would never know. 
There was, he noted, a slight humming noise that buzzed in his 
ears . 

"...So you're telling me..." He finally began, trying ever so hard 
(not really) to keep down his rising itritation. "_You got a job... at 
a **daycare**?"_ 

The former setter made an incredulous look, yet stifled a laugh at 
the same time. 

"That's what I said, silly!" He chimed. "Are you even 
listea€" " 

_"What the actual **fuck**, Oikawa?"_ The male in question could 
sense his friend's shocka€"and possible disbelief too, but that 
wasn't all that important to him at that moment. 

"Now, now Iwa-chan. No need to be all judgemental..." 

The grimacing male grunted under his breath. "_Quit calling me that, 
you asswipe. That was over in high school. 

"Just because you say it's over doesn't mean I do~." 

_"Go to hell."_ 

Rolling his eyes, Oikawa rolled onto his back, his hand over his 
mouth as he laugheda€"there was no way he was going to let Iwaizumi 
ruin his mood yet. 

Did he even have a job himself? Last time he checked, he was still 
operating the popcorn machines at the nearby theatre. 

_'He talks all this crap about my new gig, but can't even get a 
decent one himself. '_ 

Noticing the sudden silence that had dulled their already rocky 
conversation, Oikawa snapped out of his thoughts and pressed his cell 
firmly to his ear. Had he lost connection _again_? 

"Iwa-chan, you still there?" 

He could hear a heavy yet annoyed sigh at this. 

_"I would've hung up already if I I did."_ 

"Wow, " Tooru gasped, dramatically clutching his chest with his free 
hand. "You're such a wonderful friend. I must be very special to you, 
aren't I?" 

"_Will you just get to the fucking point of your call before I hang 
up for real?"_ 



"Okay, okay! _Geez_. " 

For the next five minutes or so, Oikawa explained pretty much 
everything he had said before when he first dialed Iwaizumi's number. 
Every once in a while he'd get a 'Oh' and 'Seriously?' as he was 
telling the dark-haired boy about his newfound pastime. Overall, 
though, he seemed intrigued by most of it. (Which was surprising, 
considering he almost never gave a damn about whatever Oikawa 
happened to be rambling about) . 

"And the daycare is actually near that new park just a few blocks 
from here," he added, "I thought that was pretty cool." 

Iwaizumi scoffed, completely unamused. "_What ' re gonna do, eat lunch 
on the swings? Get real, dumbass. Plus, why would you even wanna be 
around little twerps for who knows how long?"_ 

"I think the words you were looking for were 'insanely adorable 
children', and I know how to take care of them." 

"Since when? You can't even take care of yourself!" 

"I so _can_, thank you very much! And believe me, Iwa-chana€"I ' 11 
find a way!" Oikawa retorted, clearly appalled. "Whether those kids 
like me or not, they will know of the greatness that is the 
_one_a€"" 

"_P lease don't_a€"" 

"a€"the_ only. . ._! " 

"NOafH" 

" * *_TOORU OIKAWA_* * ! " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN : In all honesty, writing these two were very 
challenging on my parta€"especially Oikawa XD . This'll be 
multi-chapter, of course, and updates'll probably be around every 
Sunday or so at the most. Thoughts? Questions? Let me know in a 
review! ( ) ** 

**See you!** 

**_~Tsuki_** 


2. Meet the Kids, Part I 
* * 2 * * 

**"Observing and commenting, it is a piece of cake. Experiencing and 
sharing; that is a piece of work."** 

**_-Toba Beta_** 


**Meet the Kids, Part I** 



><p>If there was anything Tooru Oikawa couldn't do, (which, he hated 
to admit, was just about everything except volleyball) it was finding 
his car keys on a every morning. <p> 

The day before would always start off with a gameplana€"get up, go 
somewhere, go back home, and leave the keys on the counter. And 
usually, it always ended with him basically dumping out everything in 
his shoulder bag and shuffle through a bunch of fast food receipts in 
hopes of hearing clanking metal at the bottom. 

In other words, when it came to getting his keys... 

_"The hell do you want this time, loser?"_ 

"Hey Iwa-chan~ ! Haven't heard from you in a whilea€"!" 

_"You lost your keys again, didn't 
you? 


Goddammit . 

...He knew exactly who to call. 
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><p>"It's down the road... on your right. "<p> 

"I know how to drive." 

A brown, plain old building the size of a small building could be 
seen from Oikawa 's view inside Iwaizumi's car. Though it looked 
completely kid-friendly and relatively modern, it was more in width 
than actual volume. And to be honest, he wasn't all too happy about 
that fact. He was already pretty talla€"it wasn't like he wanted to 
get crushed under the ceiling trying to grab a teething toy on his 
first day. 

"You think I can do it, Hajime-kun?" 

Iwaizumi glanced towards Oikawa, hitting the brakes as he pulled up 
to the parking lot. Mostly because it was rather rare of someone as 
dumb And childish as Oikawa to address him by his first name so 
abruptly . 

"Do what?" 

With an exasperated sigh, the male in the passenger seat gestured to 
the building in all its cramped glory. 

"This. _A11_ this. Caring for kids of people I don't even 
know ... keeping them happy. And safe. And _loved_. . . " 

At this, Iwaizumi's pissed expression strangely softened. "Now you're 
second-guessing? That's a surprise." 

Oikawa 's face whipped around to face his f rienda€"about to burst in 



pure laughter at his seemingly calm reaction. 

'_He can't be serious, right? 

"Second-guessing? Iwa-chan, what ' re _you_ talking about? You do 
realize how absurdly easy it is to get kids to like you, right? I 
mean, I'm always a hit with the ladiesa€"it ' s not like boys are any 
different . " 

"Dunno, " Iwaizumi then growled, "you might be wrong about that last 
part." He then proceeded to unlock the door. Oikawa opened it on his 
side, expecting the other to follow in suit. 

"What ' re you waiting on? Just go." He began a shooing motion with his 
hand against Tooru's shoulder. 

"You aren't coming with me?" He nearly whined. 

_"Hell no. _I'm not your mom._"_ 

With a roll of his eyes, Oikawa shut the door and patiently watched 
Iwaizumi (who found it increasingly annoying because he had nowhere 
else to look at) pull out into the road, soon driving away. 

And when he did, the brown-haired boy had no choice but to start 
walking towards the door. 

'_This is it, '_ he thought, _'the moment of truth. . . '_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>a€»a€»a€»<strong> 

As he got closer, he began to hear noisesa€"of course, not those 
weird sounds when approaching a haunted house in a horror movie, but 
noises that sounded ... happy . Joyous, even. 

Laughter and shouting, but on a playful level. He heard the shuffling 
of what he guessed were blocks and towers made out of Legos. 

There was a huge bay window just across where he finally stepped onto 
the doormat of the place, which still felt more like a house than a 
business. Inside were also people much taller than the children 
running around in large green aprons. At this Oikawa grimaced. 

There was no way he'd be seen wearing that ugly thing. Especially in 
front of Iwaizumi. 

Nonetheless, he turned the knob of the rickety old door and stepped 
into what seemed like the lobby. It smelled fairly nice, considering 
how it looked from the outside. 

At the front desk, (which was literally there right when he walked in) 
a gorgeous woman with shoulder-length, ebony colored hair and thin 
eyeglasses looked up from a stacka€"no, a mounda€"of papers towards 
Tooru. A beauty mark was present just below her lips. She also wore a 
plain, blue t-shirt with a large black crow, which Tooru thought to 
be strangely fascinating. 


"Urn, hello . . . 



Coming back to his senses after taking in her rather exquisite 
beauty, Oikawa laughed sheepishly and began walking towards 
her . 

"Hello-! Sorry, it's been a _longg_ morning for me," he chimed, 
nonchalantly putting his arm on the desk, "Ya know, keys and 

all ..." 

The woman shot him a skeptic look as he casually brushed back some of 
his hair Back, as if trying to impress her. "Ah... I'm guessing you're 
Oikawa-kun . " 

"Why _yes_, yes I ama€"I'm quite flattered that you know of my 
glory . " 

"... Right ..." 

The woman typed something incoherent on the desktop in front of 
hera€"a slew of clicking and mouse dragging could be hearda€"bef ore 
handing the boy a thick sheet of paper. He noted how warm it was when 
it touched with his hand. Even when he flipped it back and fourth, 
the warmth was still there. 

_'Fresh out the printer. '_ 

"What's this bad boy?" 

"A list of the kids that you'll be in charge of from now till the end 
of December," she effortlessly explained, " I ' 11 need you to sign it at 
the bottom." 

With that, Tooru decided to sit in one of the series of small, 
cherrywood chairs directly parallel from the front desk. He brought 
the paper up closer to his face and began reading. 

**IKEDA CHILDHOOD CARE** 

**CLASS OE '14** 

**Room 104** 

**_Aone, Takanobu/05 years_** 

**_Azumane, Asahi/06 years_** 

**_Hitoka, Yachi/03 years_** 

**_Kageyama, Tobio/03 years_** 

**_Kuroo, Tetsurou/06 
years_* * 

"One . . . two . . .three . . . f our . . ._* *f ive* *_. " 

_' Really? '_ 

Coughing to hide his internal shock, his eyes darted over the same 
names, counting and recounting them each time. _Five_. He did it once 
more. Five _again_! In the end, he almost did a double take. 



There was only five? That was **it**? 

_'And no catch. Interesting 

Hell, if five little munchkins was all he had to worry about, then 
he'd be fine! It wasn't like he was stuck with a bunch of 
one-year-olds in a room for twelve hours. All the _**crying**_ and 
the endless * *_diapers_* * and _**bottles**_ and 

* *_f ormulas_* *a€"these guys were potty trained! They knew how to 
talk, and they knew how to express themselves without having to spend 
hours trying to get 'I want something to eat' across to their 
parents . 

His life would be so much easier! 

Taking out a conveniently placed pen in one of the many pockets of 
his shoulder bag, Oikawa began scribbling away diligently. It was 
after he had written out his fabulous name in glittery green cursive 
that he had soon noticed the small, bolded print at the very bottom 
of the form. 

' * *Assistant : Hinata, Shouyo.'** 

Uh. . . 

_What ._ 

"Pardon me, doll facea€"but do the other people that work here have 
these 'assistants' as well?" 

The woman labeled 'doll face' quirked an uncomfortable 
brow . 

"W-well, not usually. Only the ones that are new receive help." 

"But what if you, perhaps, didn't _need_ this 'assistant?' What if 
you felt you could handle it on your own?" 

" . . . Excuse me? " 

"I mean," Oikawa began, flipping unruly hair out of his face, "I 
don't think I need one." 

The woman simply sighed, too tired to carry on the already pointless 
conversation. "I don't mean to sound rude, Oikawa-kun, but... you 
will . " 

With that, she stood up, taking the paper out of his clutches and 
sorting it nearly in the pile she made from the heap on her 
desk . 

"The aprons you'll be wearing are in the backa€"go all the way down 
that hallway, and you'll see a door on your left," she added. 

"Got it. But one more thing..." 

The woman, who was about to go up a long flight if stairs just above 
the lobby, turned around, quirked her brow. 



"Yes?" 


"I never got your name." 

Oikawa would be lying if he wasn't even a little surprised when her 
face was starting to grow reda€"she held the stack of papers tighter 
to her chest. 

"S-Shimizu ..." 

And just like that, she was already gone up the flight of stairs in 
seconds, leaving a still dazed Tooru (the architecture in the daycare 
was still a mystery to him) wandering around the room for a while. 
Eventually though, he decided to get going and started his long walk 
down the hallway Shimizu instructed him to go through. 

'_That's right... He murmured in his thoughts. '_Regardless of this 
'assistant', I still have a job. That's better than none.'_ 

The noises of the children grew louder as Oikawa absentmindedly 
fastened his apron, tying a satisfactory knot behind him. With a 
triumphant pose, his gaze landed on the main door just a few feet 
away from him. 

The very door that would test just how much he could handle under a 
tiny roof with five little children following his lead. 

Room 104 . 

_' Bring it . '_ 
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><pXstrong>AN : Goodness, you do not realize how much had to be fixed 
in this chapter. Even though it's not a Sunday, early chapters are 
nice too, right? Ip- (A 'a"€ii4€; ) . ****Part II is next~!** 

**Thoughts on this chapter? Lemme know in a review!** 

**See you next week!** 

**_~Tsuki_** 


3. Meet the Kids, Part II 
* * 2 * * 

**_Children make your life important. 
**~Erma Bombeck** 

**Meet the Kids, Part II** 
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><p>"So let me get this straighta€"you want me to tell Tetsurou to 
push you on the swings?"<p> 


The little albino boy looking at him nodded, yet remained emotionless 



as ever. His glare was directed straight at another boy, who had a 
halo of messy, unkempt hair and a sly smile on his round face. He was 
busily pushing a small, giggling girl on the swings as she wildly 
kicked her tiny legs back and forth. 

"Well, I can't guarantee he'll listen Aone-sana€ 1 but I'll 
try ! " 

"a€ l_Hm_. " 

"Tetsurou!" The older boy shouted, now standing from the kneeling 
position he took while talking to Aone . "Don't push Yachi too hard!" 
Grabbing the albino's free hand, he walked towards the swing set 
without ease. Tetsurou glanced over at the duo, his evident smirk 
seemingly growing wider than it already was. Yachi, on the other 
hand, started giggling more as they got closer. 

"Hey, Hinata-sensei ! " He chimed merrily while winking, "Is there 
something wrong with Aone-san?" 

"Tet suroua€ 1 " Hinata sighed, pointing to the swings opposite of 
Yachi. The quote-on-quote '_Big Kid_ Swings.' 

"I thought I told you not to hog the swings. Especially not from 
Aone . " 

The bed-headed child widened his eyes, faking a gasp. "You said for 
_me_ to not hog the swings, right? I'm giving Yachi her turn 
nowa€l right, _Yachi-chan_? 

The girl clapped in response, shouting, "Yeah!" 

Hinata furrowed his brows as he thought over Tetsurou 's wordsa€"words 
that even he himself didn't remember saying. It was either that, or 
the little boy was just twisting around his words. Which was, 
unfortunately, not all that uncommon. 

"Yeah, that's true and all... but Aone wants a turn to be pushed as 
well . " 

The silent boy agreed while nodding absentmindedly . 

"But what about Asahi and Tobio?" Tetsurou retorted. "Wouldn't they 
want a go at the swings too? Tobio 's _really_ little like Yachi-chan, 
and Aone always pushes _**suuuper**_ hard." 

"Do _not_. " Aone grumbled. 

"Oh yes you _do~ ! 

"Don't argue, you two." Hinata butted in, patting the heads of both 
boys. He then gestured over to the other two kidsa€"one with a bushy 
brown ponytail and wide eyes, and the other with dark, raven colored 
hair. His eyes were the color of the sky. They were busying 
themselves with the sandbox. While the other boy was honestly 
attempting at creating a decent sandcastle, the other was simply 
terrorizing his progress and turning it into more mounds of wet 
sand . 

"Asahi gets his castles crushed by Tobio all the time, " the 



orange-haired caretaker began after the two boys got a good glimpse 
of Asahi ' s bewildered face, "But Asahi doesn't get mad at him." 

"But Sensei," Tetsurou retorted, "That's different. Asahi-san's a 
softie about * *_everything_* * . " 

"Eh, I guess . " 

Heaving a sigh, the orange-haired male removed Yachi from the 
swings, (much to her dislike) and up into his equally small arms. He 
then guided Tetsurou and Aone towards the other set, asking for the 
grumpy-six year old to sit. Though he coulda€"by know, anywaya€"sense 
his obvious discomfort, he patted Aone on the back. 

"Tetsurou, just do me a favor and push Aone for a 
bit . " 

"Roger ! " 

After the first few pushes, Aone still held his usual poker face when 
Tetsurou practically had to shove him in order for the swings to 
start moving back and forth. As time went on the boy had noticed the 
momentum increasing, the swing getting higher and higher as he kicked 
his legs. Aone felt an unknown flutter in his chest. His eyes were 
growing wider, his grip got tighter, and his legs were beginning to 
feel more pasted to Jupiter than his own body. Was it _exhilarat ion_? 
Was it _fear_? What was it . . . 

In all honesty, he didn't know what this feeling was. But he also 
didn't really care all that much either. 

"...D'you think he's enjoying this...?" A wary Hinata asked, Yachi 
now magically dozing off in his grasp. Tetsurou lazily shook his 
head . 

"I think he's terrified. Sensei." He whispered back, somehow 
interested in the wild facial expressions Aone made while looking 
almost frozen in shock. Hinata noticed this too, finding it equally 
disturbing . 

"_Oi_. I guess it's about time to go back inside anyway..." 

"Perhaps _I_ could help with that." 

Hinata and Tetsurou both blinked, glancing at each other before 
turning back to the source of the voice. Tobio and Asahi also 
noticed, now cowering (on Asahi ' s part, Tobio just stood there) behind 
their teacher as the new, rather tall figure stood there. Aone was 
still on the swing, but lost momentum and was just sitting on it 
while staring back at Hinata. 

He stood there, with deep brown eyes and a smirk on his face. He had 
dark, curly brown locks that stood in ways that defied gravity, and 
an unwavering aura of something Hinata couldn't put his finger on 
just then. Yet for some reason, it kinda irked him too. 

A _lot_, actually. 

Nonetheless, he greeted him warmly without hesitation, much to the 
surprise of Tetsurou, Aone, and the others. Yachi was too busy 



drooling on Hinata's shoulder to notice. 


"Hi there, " he greeted, extending his free hand, "Are you here to 
pick up someone?" 


_'That sounded a lot better in my head. 

The mystery guy in question suddenly laughed, completely 
amused . 

"No, not exactly..." He chuckled. 

He then gestured to the long green apron he had been wearing over his 
normal attire. Then he gave the smaller boy the same paper Shimizu 
had given him a short while ago. He waited for him to get a good view 
of the document before continuing. 

"So you see, my friend," he playfully drawled, "I'm in full control 
of these little guys starting right about now." 

A collective gasp rose around the kids as Hinata's own eyes bulged at 
the print before him. 

_'Full control, eh?'_ 

"In other words, I'm going to be second in command to a daycare 
noob." He sniggered, covering his mouth with his hand. 

"_Daycare **noob?**_" The mystery guy sputtered in disbelief. "I'm 
afraid you're mistaken, _Shou_-chan. I know kids." 

'Shou-chan' laughed even more before gesturing to Asahi to get 
everyone (excluding him and the new guy) inside and washed up. Noon 
would show up by the time he was through getting everyone set up for 
lunch . 

If he could even get _inside_, first. 

Meanwhile though, he now had to deal with this guya€"this 
'_Oikawa_' a€"that he had heard so much of earlier this week. At 
first, the redhead figured it was all just one of those rumors he'd 
been informed of just months before. New workers were rare at Ikeda, 
since the place in general wasn't all that suitable for large groups 
of people. And even if it was, they would have to be at least 
Hinata's current height so they wouldn't develop hunchbacks over the 
course of twelve hours. But at the same time, it was also one of 
those rare occasions where these rumors were indeed true. Hell, his 
proof was standing right in front of him, anyway. 

As soon as Asahi had shut the sliding door from the outside, Hinata's 
eyes fell onto Oikawa's sneering face. If he was still the same 
stubborn high schooler from back then, he would've been completely 
thrown off. But he was older. Wiser, even. He wasa€"somehowa€"out of 
school, with a job and a car. He still lived with his parents, yeah, 
but they didn't mind much. 

"So you know kids, Oikawa-kun? Have you ever worked at any other 
daycares ? " 



"Unfortunately, no," Oikawa replied almost instantly. "Though I doubt 
I'll need much assistance from you." 

Another laugh escaped the redhead's lips. "Ah, I see. Then that must 
mean you can take little Yachi here to her sleeping mat?" 

The tall boy's eyes sparkled, sensing a challenge in Hinata's 
seemingly harmless tone. Yachi tousled and turned under his grip as 
Oikawa trudged to where Hinata stood, arms wide open. 

"Without waking her up?" He continued steadily, letting her fall into 
his arms gently. She barely flinched a bit. 

_**"You're on, Shou-chan . " * 
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><p><strong>iV4Sik4Sik4S<strong> 

"Who _is_ that guy..." Asahi trembled, fumbling with his hands. He 
could see the two boys from the distance that one of the windows in 
the room gave him. 

"Dunno, " Tetsurou replied, drying his hands off with a paper towel, 
"But whoever he is, I don't think Sensei likes him all that much." He 
threw the towel away and resorted to joining his fellow classmates by 
the window. 

This made Asahi worry even more. "What if he's trying to replace 
Sensei ? ! " 


"Nah. Doesn't make sense." Aone mumbled. He had a hard time getting a 
good view the the new guy, but still seethed when it was pretty clear 
he wasn't going anywhere. 

"I don't like this, you guys..." 

The three continued to stare through the small window, leaving a 
little Tobio to clumsily waltz around the room in boredom. The Legos 
he had left unattended before he went outside were still there, so he 
decided to plop onto the round carpet of the playroom and continue 
working on what he thought to be a spaceship. As far as the window 
watching went, all seemed normal and looked like it would end soon. 
Until, of course... the new guy looked like he was holding something 
heavy in his arms, while Hinataa€"who was carrying around Yachi just 
moments before according to Tetsurou 's viewa€"stood completely with 
nothing in his hands. 

"Whoa! He's got Yachi-chan now!" 

"Oh, he moves _fast_. . . " Tetsurou muttered to himself. 

Asahi shuddered as he saw the small girl's head nestled into the 
crook of Oikawa 's necka€"whether or not she was awake, he didn't 
know. He also couldn't comprehend why Hinata (who looked like a 
grade-schooler compared to Oikawa) was so calm, either. Wasn't Yachi 
in trouble? 

"...He's coming back..." Aone whispered, now noting the two men 



outside walking towards the sliding door. Hinata however, seemed to 
be conjuring up random hand gestures directed at Tetsurou and Asahi. 
From their reaction though, it seemed that they had knew this signal 
all too well. 

_" . . . Lockdown . 
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><pXstrong>AN : Oh look at that, another long chapter~ ! Hopefully it 
wasn't too bad, hehe ... Thought s ? Let me know in a review! Part III is 
next ! * * 

**See you!** 

**_~Tsuki_** 

4. Meet the Kids, Part III 
* * ^ * 


**_"Children are like wet cementa€"whatever falls on them makes an 
impression . "_* * 

**-Dr. Haim Ginott** 

**Meet the Kids, Part III** 
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><p>"Right now?" Asahi gasped. "It's not even snack time yet!"<p> 

"I know, I know," Tetsurou retorted. "But if Sensei wants us to do it 
now, then it must be a big deal." 

Nodding in unison, both Asahi and Aone made a beeline for the 
cabinets by the sink, where a stash of large bluea€"and one red, 
courtesy of Tet suroua€"sleeping mats were present. One by one, they 
dragged them out onto the outskirts Tobio's Lego kingdom (which was 
guarded by a whole moat made out of blue 4x4 Lego blocks) . Yachi and 
Tobio preferred the mini black futons that were kept in the very back 
on the room rather than the unfortunately flat sleeping mats, so Aone 
got that out as well. 

Meanwhile, Tetsurou was busy with the tiny radio on the counter near 
the snack cabinet, taking out the CD that was placed there a few days 
with the one marked 'Emergencies Only'. He then closed the top of the 
radio and listened to the CD begin to load. 

"Quick Asahi," he whispered to said boy, "What's the status?" 

Asahi had dropped his load of blankets he was carrying and made his 
way towards the window. From the view, he noticed that both the new 
guy and Hinata were right in front of the door. However, it also 
didn't seem like they were going to be entering the room anytime 
soon. Every once in a while Hinata would catch his glance and start 
wiggling his eyebrows up and down. Asahi was more than weirded out by 
it. He had no clue about _what_ the guy was trying to tell him. 



It was after what felt like the hundredth time he wiggled his 
eyebrows that Asahi had finally understood what Hinata was trying to 
get across to him. It was yet another one of the many signals that he 
and Tetsurou had made up just last year. 

The _'Are you Ready? signal. 

Instantly, Asahi shook his head, scurrying back to his fallen pile of 
blankets . 

"Sensei's just talking to hima€"and he keeps moving his 
eyebrows . " 

Tetsurou hummed, glancing over at Tobio. "He's probably stalling for 
time. In that case, let's move faster." 

Aone walked over the three-year-old boy's kingdom on the rug and 
began picking apart at the Lego moat one by onea€"much to Tobio 's 
shock . 

"_Don't_! Don't touch that!" He cried. 

"...Sorry." Aone replied, not knowing what else to say. 

Tobio whined even more as the older boy blatantly continued to gather 
the blue 4x4 ' s in his hand, dropping them in the large red containers 
Tetsurou kept them in. He was protecting his makeshift ship in the 
process . 

"Stop it!" He finally shouted. "_It's** mine**_!" 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><strong>iV4Sik4Sik4S<strong> 

_'What's taking them so long? At this rate I'll probably have to call 
it all of f . . . '_ 

They had been standing out there for around twenty minutes now. 

Oikawa was still holding onto Yachi as if he had held her a million 
times before, beads of sweat collecting at the nape of his 
neck . 

Hinata didn't normally sweat on cool days while doing nothing but 
standing arounda€"but today was very different. As he continued to 
stall with careless conversation with Oikawa, he could feel his hands 
get an unnecessary clamminess whenever he spoke. He also found it 
hard to focus on Oikawa himself without looking back at the window, 
hoping to see either Aone, Asahi, it Tetsurou 's faces holding a 
thumbs-up sign. Heck, maybe even Tobio. 

Despite this, he kept on talkinga€"stalling or not, he had to make 
sure this guy wasn't a wannabe 'go out with me, I'm good with kids' 
type. He usually made up these little 'scenarios' with new workers 
all the time. But he made this one extra special. 

Meanwhile, Oikawa was still wondering why Hinata wasn't willing to 
open the door yet. It was super hot, and he was pretty sure Yachi was 
beginning to get sweaty too. It wasn't until he started hearing 
muffled shouting and frequent shushing from the inside that made him 



have enough of the small talk he had with Hinata. 

"Where's that sound coming from?" Oikawa muttered, about to peer 
through the window. 

Hinata instantly stopped him, resting a warm hand on his 
shoulder . 

"Where ' re you going? The door's this way." 

"I noticed, know-it-all. But I swear I just heard someone in there. 
Plus, it's getting really hot out there." 
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><p><strong>iV4Sik4Sik4S<strong> 

"Listen Tobioa€"I know you're not all too happy about Aone destroying 
your thingya€"" 

"Mah _**moat**_." Tobio angrily corrected the bed-headed boy who was 
laying across from him. The blue eyed toddler was lying on his side 
in frustration. The lights had been off for around ten minutes, so 
only a fraction of his face could be seen in the eyes of 
Tet surou . 

"R-Right, your _'moat_'." he added. "But when lockdown is over. I'll 
help you rebuild it. Promise." 

"_No_, " Tobio spat. "I wanna do it _mah self_! " 

"Alright, _alright_! Just keep it down, okay?" 

Compared to the usual overextended episodes of Tobio 's **_' Deadly and 
Inescapable Wrath' _**that Tetsurou and Aone (Asahi was too much of a 
baby himself to bother him) had to deal with whenever a surprise 
lockdown occurred, he was a lot easier to handle this time. Yeah, he 
shouted profusely at Aone, but usually it ' d be a hundred times 
louder. And yeah, he hit Tetsurou a couple times as the older boy 
tried to calm him down, but usually he planned an all-out _assault_ 
on him. 

"Okay Asahi, go tell Sensei we're ready." 

Asahi nodded, quickly moving towards the window to give Hinata a 
thumbs up (to which he responded with a breath of relief, much to 
Oikawa 's confusion) and made no hesitation in dashing back into his 
sleeping mat. 

"Aonea€"start the CD." 

"Got it." Aone pressed down on the play button before sliding into 
his mat. He pulled the covers of his blanket up to his chest as a 
soft, melodic tune began emitting from the small radio. Each and 
every one of the boys shut their eyes. 

Just then, after what seemed like forever and a day, the back door 
had finally opened, two figures emerging from the outside. 


The first, with a look of triumph and relief. The other one, of pure 



bewilderment and surprise. 


* * 


* 


><p><strong>iV4SiV4Sib4S<strong> 

_'What. Is. **This.**'_ 

A while ago he was in the passenger seat of Iwaizumi's car waiting to 
arrive at his first legit job in why felt like eons. He walked in, 
met the beautiful front desk lady known asa€"so far, anywaya€"the 
lovely Shimizu, and received a list of five names. Five names that 
would decided if he was worthy of being a responsible, hardworking 
adult in the world. The world that he had thought so little of as he 
was on that same court in high school while juggling a small ball 
back and forth. He put on that _godawful_ aprona€"that _depressing_, 
dark green aprona€"and had a goal in mind. 

To ultimately _conquer_ Room 104. To kick Hinata Shouyo off his 
throne and wallow in his success over these five children. 

What he was not expecting was that when he actually stumbled into the 
room, nobody was even in there. He was not expecting to be assaulted 
by the numerous amounts of Lego pieces that littered the floor, or 
the sticky surface of what he * *_sincerely_* * hoped was apple juice 
when he put his hand on the counter. He was also not expecting that 
he would get such a hostile reaction from his tiny audience when he 
eventually figured out they were outside. 

If anything, they were wondering what the hell was going on. 

And now _this_. Oikawa wasn't all too sure it this was real, or if 
they were seriously trying to test him. Nonetheless, his shoulder 
felt a lot less strained when he place Yachi on the futon closet to 
the radio. He noticed Tobio tossing in his own futon, hair disheveled 
across his face. 

Meanwhile, Hinata was grinning maniacally. This was one of the most 
perfected lockdowns he'd ever witnessed in a while. Oikawa glared as 
he began to snigger to himself. What was even funny, anyway? 

"You're going to wake them all up if you continue." He warned, 
pointing to all five of the _'sleeping'_ children. Though Oikawa 
couldn't see it in the dark, (save for the light coming from the 
window) Tetsurou smirked and continued fake-snoring. Aone kept one 
eye open, but closed it when he noticed Oikawa in his viewing 
range . 

Hinata paid no mind to Oikawa 's warning, getting increasingly louder 
with each word that came out of his mouth. 

_'This has to be a test...'_ 

"But it's _noon_, isn't it? They should probably be 
_* *EATING* *_a€" " 

"_Hey_! Don't you know what quiet means?" The brown haired boy 
hissed. "Or did you just sleep through your exams?" 

Hinata lost his careless expression and nearly did a double take. 



"First things firsta€"how I dealt with my exams is **_none_** of your 
business. Secondly, if they don't get food now, they might go home 
hungry . " 

"What are you even saying right now?" 

"I'm saying," the shorter male continued, hand on his heart, "that 
maybe their only food source is _here_! Maybe for them, this is all 
they'll be able to get before returning home and starving until the 
next day comes ! " 

Then he gestured to Asahi, who had no real intention of sleeping, but 
he tried not to stir too much. "I mean, look at Asahi here. The 
little guya€"" 

" '_Little_' ? He's like half your height." 

"_**Shut**_ up. Anyway, he probably hates leaving his loving teacher 
everyday when he returns to nothing but bread and crackersa€"not even 
sushi. Doesn't that just..._hurt you_?" 

"Heartbreaking, I'm sure," Oikawa deadpanned, beginning to see 
through Hinata's _more-obvious-than-not-_act ing that even people like 
him could catch up to. "But I'm not risking him being extremely 
cranky when he wakes up. Or should I say, when he eventually _goes 
back to sleep. 

Hinata raised a shocked eyebrow, looking down and gaping at the now 
wide-eyed little kid close to crying his eyes out. 

"Tsk, tsk, _' sensei Oikawa sighed, running a hand through his 
hair. "For a second you almost had me. Emphasis on the 
_** ' second. ' ** 

Hinata furrowed his brows in disbelief. Was it that easy to figure 
out? What had gave him away? 

Or better, **_who_** had gave him away... 

"Aww, Asahi!" A less than disappointed Tetsurou groaned playfully in 
the corner. "We were so close too..." Aone gave off an equally 
playful expression, but said nothing as he stood up from his 
mat . 

"I'm sorry!" Asahi whimpered, hiding his face in his hands. "It's 
just that when Sensei said I'd go home hungry I got really 
sad... cause I really like food!" 

Oikawa dramatically sighed, walking over to the tearing boy as he 
kneeled over his sleeping mat in distress. 

"Everyone does, Asahi-chan. Which is why I'm not blaming you or your 
'sensei' you look up to so much." He chimed, patting the distraught 
boy's head. Hinata narrowed his eyes at that. Asahi sniffled and 
looked up at Oikawa 's sincerea€"as far as he could 
tella€"smile . 

"It's all simple, really. Your sensei was just distracting me so you 
guys could start preparing for my _welcome party !_" 



"_Welcome patty_?" A now drowsy Tobio mumbled to himself. "What 
that ? " 

"Yeah, what's that? I thought we were doing a lockdown." Tetsurou 
added . 


Oikawa silenced both of the boys with a finger pressed to his lips. 
Hinata rolled his eyes and decided to sit next to Yachi, who was the 
only one legitimately sleeping. 


"Ah, but that's what your sensei _wanted_ you to think. He was really 
waiting for one of you to tell him that you were ready to surprise 
me!" The four boys all '_ohhhed_' at this, their attention focused 
straight onto him. 


_'This is easier than I thought! I'll be at the center of their lives 
if this keeps up! '_ 


Oikawa couldn't stop grinning as he continued talking. "And since you 
all did such a wonderful job welcoming my godly presence. I'll award 
you all with some yummy food!" 

_"Yay~!"_ Theya€"except for Aone, who just smileda€"all exclaimed, 
running towards the sink and hogging the soap from each other. Hinata 
glared at Oikawa when he joined the four at the counter. He watched 
in silence as they all clung to him like magnets with just a whip of 
his hair and a smile plastered on his face. 


The same smile that, for some reason, felt all too familiar to 
him . 


Yet regardless of whether or not he looked like anyone he should have 
known of, he was still an enemy on his turf. Room 104 was his 
kingdom. He, the king, and Oikawa, the cunning, sneaky huntsman he'd 
read about in stories when he was younger. At some point, Yachi would 
wake up. At some point, Oikawa would shower her with praise and love 
as he carried her back and fourth. And at some point, she would grow 
to distance herself from Hinata. Leaving him alone and forcing him to 
watch from the sidelines as Oikawa rose to power. 

_Oh_, but he would be ready. After all, it would be foolish for the 
king to go down without a fight. 
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><pXstrong>AN : I hope everyone is enjoying the story so far! The 
chapters keep getting longer though, hehe . On another note, are there 
any headcannons that any of you have for this AU? I have a bunch that 
are constantly running through my head already, but I'd like to hear 
some from you too of you have any! Thoughts? Let me know in a review! 
Also, I hope you all had a great Thanksgiving for those who celebrate 
it ! ** 


**See you!** 
**_~Tsuki_** 


5. Yachi ' s Awakening 



^ ^ 5 ^ ^ 


**"_You must give everything to make your life as beautiful as the 
dreams that dance in your imagination * 

**-Roman Payne** 

**Yachi's Awakening** 
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><p>After taking his sweet time to re-introduce himself to the boys, 
it didn't take them as long as he thought for them to get used to his 
presence. For once . <p> 

He figured at this point that the kids were finally beginning to 
adjust to him after their little play when he showed up. Asahi was no 
longer staring at him as if he were a serial killera€"instead he 
simply acknowledged him as any normal human being would. Aone didn't 
grunt or shrug whenever he asked him questions. Instead he actually 
responded. And Tetsurou... 

Gosh... he didn't even _know_ what was up with him. The kid was 
practically stoned despite only being six. Or seven, since his 
birthday had passed not too long ago. 

The hardest to crack, however, was Tobioa€"he was still one hundred 
percent skeptical of why he was even there in the first place. It 
took a second helping of milk and chocolate chip cookiesa€"their 
quote-on-quote- '_healthy snack '_a€"to finally change his mind. Of 
course, Hinata didn't approve of it whatsoever. Neither did Tetsurou 
or Aone. 

For people way older than the kid himself, you'd think they were all 
just naturally jealous. Pathetic as it had sounded, it was probably 
true . 

"Hey you three, " he nonchalantly questioned when he noticed the 
bitter stares boring holes into the back of his head, "why 're you all 
looking so menacingly at me?" 

It took a depressing amount if time before either of them had the 
balls to say anything. 

"'Cause there's a rule." Aone suddenly muttered, pointing to his 
napkin . 

"Nobody gets seconds unless Sensei says so." Tetsurou added. Hinata 
silently nodded, seeing no reason to add anything else. It wasn't 
like Oikawa would bother listening to him anyway. 

"Uh-huh..." He mused, quirking a brow, "But aren't I your sensei 
too?" 


Tetsurou paused while hesitating on his reply, despite already having 
most of his answers thought up in his head. This was a question that 
he hadn't thought about yet. 

"Well. . ._yeah_ buta€"" 



"I decided to give Tobio seconds. Because that's what I decided to 
do. Because I'm your sensei." 

Tobio mumbled a 'yeah' through his second cookie, chewing it 
thoroughly. Crumbs tumbled onto his shirt and stuck to his 
moutha€"milk practically dripping from his chin. The sight was 
beginning to nauseate Aone, who turned away in 
disgust . 

"Pf fta€"_please_. Oikawa's just playing favorites, guys," Hinata 
sniggered from his spot next to Yachi, "_He ' s still learning, 
y ' know 

Oikawa threw a mean glare at the redheada€"who simply stuck out his 
tongue in returna€"bef ore turning his attention back to 
Tet surou . 

Before he could get one last word out of his mouth, the room was 
filled with a sound of a long, soft yawn emitting out of nowhere. 
Everyone blinked and pondered for the source of the sound. 

Hinata then looked over his shoulder, finding a tiny girl who had 
been snoring for over two hours laying in her futon. She was 
beginning to flutter her eyes open as everyone else crowded around 
him to see who it was. 

"Look! Yachi ' s up!" Asahi exclaimed, pointing at her. 

The others looked over as she lazily rolled off her futon and sat up 
against Hinata 's shoulders, rubbing one of her eye's with a small 
hand. Oikawa watched as well, equally interested. 

To be honest, he felt pretty useless at that moment. In the duration 
of the whole snack time in which he had to share 'authentic' Japanese 
takeout (he'd been so busy looking for his keys that he forgot to make 
his own lunch) with Hinata, he'd been hoping that the girl would wake 
up sooner or later. 

"_Yachi really likes to sleep, " he had told him, "She says she gets 
these dreams that continue almost everyday. 

_"Continue?" Oikawa had asked. "What are they even about?"_ 

_"Some princess and some princesa€"I think they're all 
related . . . "_ 

_"...You 'think'? Are you **that** interested? 

_Hinata snickered. "You'll see."_ 

A halo of bright auburn hair fell roughly to the lower half of her 
ears, a small black clip holding back some strands. Her eyes were 
round and wilda€"her nose delicate and firm. She was so unknowingly 
fragile in nature that it was hard to believe that she was stuck in a 
room with six other boys (not including himself, of coursea€"he was a 
gent lemen) a€"all watched over by some puny redhead who probably 
didn't know a thing about girls, let alone three-year-old angels like 
Yachi . 

"Did you sleep okay?" Hinata asked after a short while, combing 



through her hair with his fingers. 


"Yeah..." she drowsily replied. "I did. But guess what?" 

"What?" 

"I had a dream." 

While everyone else gasped like any child would, Tetsurou looked as 
if he couldn't believe what he was hearing at all as if he had heard 
he was getting a cat for Christmas. 

"I never get good dreams anymore," Hinata mused to no one in 
particular. "It's kinda hard to even recall any of them. 

Tetsurou pursed his lips. "That's because you're _**old**_, sensei," 
he blatantly sighed. "_Duh_. " 

Hinata 's face flushed in pure horror and disgust at that. It seemed 
this was the first time he took that one to the face. 

Oikawa couldn't help but stifle a laugh, though. The guy practically 
deserved it after all he put him through earlier. 

"I'm not old, Tetsurou! I'm barely over twenty!" Hinata retorted, 
making wild gestures toward his face, which was slightly 
tanned . 

"Nah! That's still old!" 

"Is _not_! " 

Aone rolled his eyes, choosing to ignore the both of them. "I dream 
about dogs..." he mumbled, ruffling the sleeves of his light blue 
sweater. To Oikawa, it honestly looked way more fashionable than his 
ugly old apron. 

"I dream about these mermaids that play Monopoly with me," Asahi 
added, a starstruck expression on his face. Oikawa quirked an 
uncomfortable at said expression. It was a tad bit too starstruck for 
his liking. If anything, it was close to creeping the hell out of 
him . 

Those mermaids must've been _pretty_ darned sexy if he was looking 
like that every time he mentioned them. 

'_Bet one of them was Shimizu... '_ 

"Asahi ' s dream is lame!" Tetsurou spat. "I'd rather hear 
Yachi ' s ! " 


While both Asahi and Oikawa (though he honestly had no idea why he did 
it) shot him a pointed glarea€"because _apparently_ Tetsurou was too 
cool for sexy mermaidsa€"everyone else agreed. Yachi ' s face flushed 
in embarrassment. 

"E-Eh...I don't know..." 

"Oh c'mon!" Asahi drawled. "Don't be shy!" 



"Yeah, I wanna hear it too!" Tetsurou added. 


Yachi fidgeted, her hands growing more clammy and nerve-racking by 
the minute. Puffing up her cheeks, the small group was met with a 
moment of silence. Meanwhile, Tobio was busy rebuilding his kingdom, 
this time by using a variety of 2x2 and 4x4 pieces. At first Oikawa 
thought about tapping his shoulder to pay attention and get with the 
program alreadya€"but at the same time something urged him not 
to . 

_'Maybe he'll just multitask.' _He thought. 

"0-okay..." Yachi suddenly whispered, raising her head up. "I'll do 
it ! " 


"Yay ! " 

When she felt she had everyone's attention (after what probably felt 
like forever) , a now alert Yachi decided it was a good time to tell 
her tale. 

_"Once upon a time..."_ 
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><pXstrong>AN : Hello again, you wonderful readers !**** ( ). Did 

you enjoy this chapter?** 

**Earlier, an anon had asked me whether I shipped OiHina or not. I 
couldn't leave the question unanswered (because that's just not who I 
am But yes, I doa€"It's one of my platonic ships (along with 

NishiHina) , to be honest.** 

**With that saida€"Thought s ? Let me know in a review!** 

**See you!** 

**~Tsuki** 


6. Yachi ' s Extraordinary Dream 
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**_" Imagination rules the world. "_** 

**-Napoleon Bonaparte** 

**Yachi's Extraordinary Dream** 
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><p><strong>Previously . . .<strong> 

_"**E-Eh...I don't know..."**_ 

_**"Oh c'mon!" Asahi drawled. "Don't be shy!"**_ 
_**"Yeah, I wanna hear it too!" Tetsurou added.** 



_**Yachi fidgeted, her hands growing more clammy and nerve-racking by 
the minute. Puffing up her cheeks, the small group was met with a 
moment of silence. Meanwhile, Tobio was busy rebuilding his kingdom, 
this time by using a variety of 2x2 and 4x4 pieces. At first Oikawa 
thought about tapping his shoulder to pay attention and get with the 
program alreadya€"but at the same time something urged him not 
to . **_ 

_** 'Maybe he'll just multitask.' He thought. **_ 

_** "0-okay ... " Yachi suddenly whispered, raising her head up. "I'll 
do it!"**_ 

* * " Yay I " * * 

_**When she felt she had everyone's attention (after what probably 
felt like forever) , a now alert Yachi decided it was a good time to 
tell her tale.**_ 

_**"Once upon a time..."**_ 
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><p>Once upon a time, there was a family of four princes and one 
princess. They all lived in some castle in a sea of whipped cream and 
PopTart dolphins. It was guarded by a moat made of milk bread and 
peach fuzz.<p> 
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><p>"Are you the princess, Yachi?" Asahi asked out of nowhere, 
startling both her and the others before she could even get another 
word out of her mouth. <p> 

"Dang it, Asahi," Tetsurou groaned. "She's not even at the good part 
yet ! " 

"What?! I was just asking!" Asahi retorted back, holding his hands 
up . 

"Hey now, " Oikawa interjected before Asahi or Tetsurou said anything 
else. "Don't you two wanna hear the rest of the dream?" He asked, 
pointing at an irritated Yachi. She hated being 
interrupted . 

Glancing at each other briefly, both boys slowly nodded. 

"Good. Then let's let Yachi-chan continue her story! Go ahead!" He 
chimed, waving off at the little girl now slumped in Hinata's 
lap . 

Yachi blinked at him, both surprised and relieved that she could 
finally continue her story. She had no idea who Oikawa was at that 
momenta€"but she didn't have the patience to ask. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>As long as she could remember, princess Yachia€"as that was her 
namea€"was always playing inside with the other princes. Her daddy 
always told her that the outside was a very bad place, the reason 



being unknown. But she saw it as an adventure . <p> 


Because she really wanted to go outside, just to see what it was 
like. One of the princes said she'd see a flying Twinkle in the sky. 
Another said that she should listen to her dad and stay inside. But 
that prince was a party pooper by heart, so she didn't really listen 
to him all that much. 

So she made it her ultimate goal to go outside. Whether her family 
liked it or not. 

One day while the princes were playing in the royal playroom, 
princess Yachi saw this as her first opportunity at reaching the 
door, which was conveniently not all that far away at all. 

When she was completely positive that they weren't looking, princess 
Yachi took this as her cue to make a beeline for the 
door . 

However . 

The youngest prince, with short black hair and bright blue eyes, 
noticed her tiny figure tip-toeing towards the exit of the playroom. 
One thing about the youngest prince was that he really liked playing 
with his blocks. Usually Yachi would come by and play with him 
whenever he spotted her. 

But he also noticed something off about the little princess. She 
looked as if she wasn't even thinking about calling his name and 
asking for him to scoot over on the large rug he played on at all. 
Turning around to get a closer look, he saw that her eyes were 
completely set on the door. 

The door to the outside. 

"01!" He shouted, startling the girl and made her freeze in place. 
"Where ' re you going?" 

Yachi took a heavy sigh, turning around in her stance and facing the 
rosy-cheeked little boy. 

"I'm going out side ... that ' s all." She whispered so the other princes 
wouldn't be able to hear her. 

The youngest prince scoffed. "Why does Yachi wanna go outside so bad? 
The outside boring!" He nagged. "Stay inside and play with me 
instead ! " 

Reluctantly, the girl closed the door and stayed inside, stacking 
blocks with the blue eyed prince. She went to bed that night with a 
frown on her face. 

The very next day, the boring princes were still being their normal 
boring selves. Princess Yachi wanted to try going outside. Again! She 
really hated staying inside all the time. 

This time, the eldest princea€"with curved, cat-like eyes and a sly 
smilea€"saw her attempting to tip-toe towards the door and 
purred. 



"Oho! Where are you going, Yachi-chan?" 

"N-Nowhere ! " She stuttered, swiveling around in surprise. She faced 
the eldest prince with a pink tinted face. How had she been caught 
now? 

"I think you're going out sidea€"aren ' t you?" 

Yachi hesitated. She never liked telling the eldest prince things 
that she didn't want him to know about. Especially about her going 
outside . 

But at this point, it was obvious to both her and the prince that 
lying was futile, and that no matter what she tried to saya€"he 
wouldn't believe a single word of it. 

She slowly nodded. 

The eldest prince shook his head. "There's nothing fun out there!" He 
laughed, extending his hand to the princess. "Why don't you stay 
inside and dance with me instead?" 

Reluctantly, the princessa€"once againa€"closed the door and stayed 
inside, dancing (read: stumbling) with the eldest prince. She went to 
bed disappointed, but not in a bad way. 

The next day after _that_ episode. Princess Yachi was beginning to 
get restless. She still didn't know why the princes weren't letting 
her go outside. Even the eldest prince, who was the sneakiest of them 
all, told her to stay away from that stupid door. 

Just what was behind it, anyway? 

Nonetheless, she still wanted to know. And when the princes were at 
play and no one in sight, Yachi decided to once again make a run for 
the door. 

However, the second-oldest prince, who was very tall but clumsy and 
unruly, saw the little girl in the corner of his eye. He was playing 
Monopoly by himself a€"which for him was considered normala€"when he 
could hear her trying to turn the knob. She had just recently eaten a 
lollipop and had sticky hands, making it hard for her to get a good 
grip. The sound nearly startled the prince. 

He cried, 

_"H-Hey_! Don't do that!" 

Yachi could almost hear herself growl when she reluctantly let go of 
the knob, turning to the second eldest prince. She did not reply when 
he asked her what she was doing, and she didn't stop when he said to. 
She simply stomped all the way to her room and buried herself in the 
covers . 

There were no windows in any of her and the princes' rooms. Instead, 
there were dozens of lights and lanterns of all shapes and 
sizesa€"some colossal, some tiny, some wide, some thina€"that 
decorated each and every space that was inside the castle. 


Yachi had no idea what life outside the castle was like. She never 



even stepped one foot outside of it, that was for sure. The only one 
who did was her dad, and even he wouldn't dare tell her about the 
door . 

_"It's because of the outside_, " he once told her, "_that you are the 
only one I have left."_ 

It was weird of him to say those kind of things to hera€"cause gosh, 
she was only threea€"but at the same time, she kind of 
understood . 

The outside was dangerous. But Yachi didn't mind. She wanted to see 
more than just the brown and purple scribbles of what the eldest 
prince called 'trees'. Instead of stacking blocks with the youngest 
prince, she wanted to see one in real lifea€"ones that didn't tip 
over after the third block and fall down. 

Was that world even real? Was she even real? She couldn't tell. But 
something also told her not to try and figure it out. 

She went to bed unhappy that night. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"...And that's all I remember . "<p> 

Aone and Asahi stared in amazement when she had finished, clearly 
disappointed when she couldn't recall anything else from her 
dream . 

Tobio remained neutral, partially glad it was over, and partially 
frustrated over the fact that he was playing with simple 
blocks . 

Tetsurou, on the other handa€"for obvious reasonsa€"began batting his 
eyelashes in adoration. 

"Hehe! Yachi-chan dreamed about me! And we were dancing~ ! " He gasped, 
dramatically swooning. "Tell mea€"was I totally handsome and 
cool ? " 

Yachi suppressed a surprised squeal as she began to glow in 
embarrassment . 

"I dunno ! C-cool?" 

Tetsurou pumped his fist into the air, boldly waving it in Hinata's 
face . 

"01! You hear that, sensei? Yachi thinks I'm cool. Maybe 
even . . . awesome . " 

"Tetsurou, please..." Hinata groaned, rolling his eyes. 

She dreamed about Tobio too, ya know, " Asahi added. "Not just you and 
me!" He was seemingly unhappy at the ending, and didn't feel 
Tetsurou 's whole parade of she-totally-thinks-I ' m-the-shit all that 
reassuring . 


Tetsurou simply stuck out his tongue, crossing his arms across his 



chest in defense. 


"Please, you both just got lucky that time. But believe mea€"when I 
grow up, Yachi ' s totally gonna fall for me." 

Hinata face palmed, patting Yachi ' s halo of hair. She was still 
turning red and had to hide her face. 

"You're not even close to 'grown up'. 

"_Whateeeevvvverrr_! " Tetsurou slurred. 

Oikawa just snickered, he still couldn't believe the fact that he was 
still even functioning in the place at all, let alone being able to 
witness firsthand about all the stupidity and pure weirdness of Room 
104. He wasn't so certain that he wanted to take over as fast as he 
had wanted to. 

The small analog clock hovering by the door read one-thirty. 

Sooner or later the kids would be picked up by their parents. They'd 
pack up their belongings, say goodbye, and walk out of the daycare 
and drive away in their parents' cars. Oikawa would then have to try 
to get ahold of Iwaizumia€"who apparently had gotten a 'promotion' 
from the popcorn machines to the actual ticket bootha€"as fast as he 
could before he had another one of his man periods and bitch his ear 
of f . 

Until then . . . 

It would be a long day. 
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><pXstrong>AN : Surprise-! An early one just for you! Ip- (A 'a"€i!l€; ) 

Things 'll be picking up and more characters will be introduced in the 
next few chapters, so I hope you're ready! Also, t****hank you all 

for your reviews, follows, and faves so far! I really appreciate it! 

* * 


**Thoughts? I think you know the drill by now :) .** 
**See you!** 

**_~Tsuki_** 


7. After Hours: The Surprise 

•k -k ^ -k -k 

" * *_Everything in life is somewhere else, and you get there in a 
car . "_** 

**-E. B. White** 


**After Hours: The Surprise** 



><p>If one had ever asked Oikawa if he thought he could survive a 
whole day in a tiny daycare with the 'help' of a pint-sized redhead, 
he probably would've said no . <p> 

But to his surprisea€"and everyone else's tooa€"the day ended with an 
unexpected, yet satisfying victory. 

He played, he danced and sunga€"he even gave Aone (who was _insanely_ 
adorable when he got nervous asking for things) piggyback rides, in 
which he was terrified for his life and hid his face in his shirt. 
Yachi mostly hid from the brunette and practically made it her 
ultimate goal in completely avoiding him. Not that he didn't mind. It 
still kind of sucked though. 

He also didn't find it hard at all when it came to remembering the 
kids names. If anything, it was kinda hard not to. 

Tetsurou was the first to go homea€"his mom had a very lengthy, 
whole-hearted conversation with Hinata like she usually did (turns out 
she was just as loony as her son) . It was obvious she couldn't stay 
in the lobby forever, so she was escorted out by the redhead before 
her husband got suspicious. 

Asahi and Tobio were next. Their parents were equally surprised when 
Oikawa obnoxiously waved at them before they came into the room. 
Hinata brushed him aside in annoyance. 

After a short yet _oh-so-**very-**important _introduct ion of himself, 
they had seemed accustomed to the boy already. Except for Tobio 's mom 
though, who just whispered to Hinata to '_keep a close eye on 
him' ._ 

Finally, Aone and Yachi ' s parents came. Usually, Aone ' s mom would 
come by and pick him up, but today it was his aunt. To Oikawa, 

Yachi 's family (represented by her dad) seemed pretty close to Shimizu. 
Her dad glanced at the brunette for a split second. Oikawa noticed 
the dark circles under his eyes and his mopey expression. It made him 
feel strangely uneasya€"there would have had to have been a reason 
for that, right ?a€"but he disregarded his short observation. 

For _now_. 

When the clock finally chimed at five-thirty, Hinata absentmindedly 
left the playroom to turn in his apron. Oikawa almost instantly 
followed in suit, feeling incredibly relieved to finally getting the 
chance to take off the hideous garment. It took him at least ten 
whole minutes of readjusting the damage it did to his shirt collar 
and sleeves before he causally waltzed into the lobby. He saw both 
Hinataa€"who now seemed to be digging for something in his shoulder 
baga€"and Shimizu, who was packing all her mounds of paper in her 
satchel. The amount that was there before seemed to triple over the 
course of his first day. 

'_Poor Shimizu.. _.' He thought. 

"Ah! Here they are!" he heard Hinata mutter to himself in relief, 
holding up jingling car keys in the air. 


Hm . 



'_Strange . . . I feel like I should be remembering something 

He kept thinking until the events of that same morning flashed 
through his mind. 

Oh yeah . . . '_ 


-k k 
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><p>"Hey, Shimizu-san ! " Hinata chimed, glancing towards the older 
girl. "You interested in tagging along with me to the mall? I'm 
meeting someone there. "<p> 

At this, Oikawa raised his eyebrows. He didn't think of Hinata as the 
indirect type when he asked someone out. At least, that was what he 
_thought_ was going on. And even if he did, he wasn't planning on 
being his audience. Regardless, the girl hesitantly shook her head, 
deeming to have replied to this question more than enough times. 
Oikawa didn't know if that was good or bad. 

"Sorry... I'm afraid I'll be too busy tonight." 

Hinata nodded in disappointment. "Aw. That's fine with me. But I 
don't know how _he'll_ take it though..." He replied, a smug smile 
slowing etching itself upon his face. 

Shimizu blinked in embarrassment, much to Oikawa 's surprise. Did she 
always do that? 

"I know, I know. _Unfortunately_. . . " 

"Don't worry about it, though! Maybe tomorrow or something!" 

"I'll try." 

"Okay then! See ya later, Shimizu!" Hinata finally concluded, waving 
his hand in the air while heading to the front door. 

She faintly waved back as well, watching him open the door and close 
it just as fast. 

Right when he did, other workers started to slowly file out as well. 
Oikawa didn't think there was so many people in one tiny place like 
this, but apparently he was dead wrong. Some were in a hurry and had 
to be out of there asap. Others weren't all that in a rush and 
sometimes stopped to chat before they left. 

And there were some, just like him, who sat outside the parking lot 
waiting for someone to give them a lift. Unfortunately for him, 
Iwaizumi still hadn't notified that he would show upa€"what a 
jerka€"even after Oikawa spammed him almost every five minutes. 

He felt like one of those kids in school who was usually the one who 
had to wait for his parents to pick him up an hour after the 
dismissal bell rang. It was not a good feeling whatsoever. 

So to pass the time, he continued observing the other workers who 
were still walking out the door. It was only a quarter past six. 



One of thema€"the only one who really caught his eye, to be 
honesta€"came from the opposite direction of Room 104. The brunette 
deemed this as the 'infant area'. He mentally sighed at the thought. 
After all, she _was_ pretty hot... 

_. . .Ahem._ 

Anywaya€"she had long, shiny blonde hair that tumbled down to her 
elbows and light, hazel eyes hidden behind a pair of small, black 
spectacles. She was also sickeningly talla€"probably the Statue of 
Liberty compared to Hinata. Her fashion sense, though? Hella simple. 

A plain white t-shirt, black jeans, and converse sneakers was all she 
wore. He hoped that wasn't all she had, though. 

As if his timing couldn't have gotten any worse, she caught Oikawa 
practically drooling at her. She grimaced as he had smirked. 

"What's it to you, _noob_? Quit staring." She spat, eyeing the boy 
with a mean glare. 

Oikawa laughed, scratching the back of his head. "Nothing much, at 
the moment. But a cutie like yourself shouldn't be greeting people so 
coldly . " 

The woman scrunched up her face in disgust. "A creep like you 
shouldn't be staring at people so hard." 

"Ah. TouchA©. But it's kinda hard to do even that when you are 
already _so_ very prettya€"it ' s practically an instinct." 

She rolled her eyes and brushed some of the hair that fell on her 
face behind her ear. "If this is your way of trying to get to know 
me, it's not working." 

"Why so serious?" 

"Why so _annoying_?" 

The two carried this on for quite a bita€"her flinging insult after 
insult, and he returning the favor with a smug retort. Shimizu sighed 
at the both of them. It was clear that this wasn't going to end 
anytime soon. To her, it was best to end it now before it got any 
more hectic. 

"Keiko-san . . . you shouldn't stay here to long, " she called to the 
blonde before suddenly bringing it to a low whisper, "_Your 
appointment is today, isn't it?"_ 

Keiko's irritated expression softened at this, her free hand slightly 
moving towards her stomach. "Not exactly. I still have an 
hour . " 

"Still. You should be there early." 

Pursing her lips, she sighed. 

"Y-Yeah...I guess." 


With a short nod, Keiko turned away and left the lobby onto the 



walkway towards the parking lot. Oikawa would have been lying if he 
said didn't feel a bit lost at that. As far as he could tell, Shimizu 
knew about everyone. How much she knew, he didn't know. He kinda 
didn't _want_ to, either. 

"So Oikawa-kun, " the girl called, adjusting the strap on her bag, 
"Will you be leaving soon?" 

Oikawa blinked, realizing that he was being asked a question. "A-Ah, 
yeah! Not yet though, I'm waiting for a friend." 

_The same '**friend**' who won't respond to my messages... _ 

"I see. It was nice meeting you today, by the way." 

_"0-0h?" _The brunette sputtered, feeling his cheeks warm. "Y-yeah, 
same to you." He mentally cringed. This was not going as well as he 
wanted to. This was also the first time he had ever heard his own 
voice crack in a while. 

"Is this your first time working?" 

Oikawa hesitated, his hands growing clammy. "_Well_. . . " 

_Yes. I am literally so unemployable because nobody appreciates 
me ._ 

"... Technically . " 

"Oh. That's too bad. You're such a natural at this, anyway." 

Inner Oikawaa€"the more goofy, embarrassing side of hima€"would have 
squealed and hug the living daylights of Shimizu for that. In other 
words. Inner Oikawa was basically a huge dork. 

Outer Oikawaa€"the normal, smug halfa€" would just smile and thank 
her. He was way too cool for compliments anyway. 

"Why, thank you. It's not common for others to notice my ... superior 
skills in child care." He replied, the crack in his voice even more 
noticeable now. 

Shimizu gave him a puzzled expression at that. A part of Oikawa 
wanted to cry in a corner, and the other could've collapsed on the 
spot. Did he even have to explain why? 

Humiliating yourself in front of a 
possible-maybe-never-say-never-crush . _Check_. 

Voice cracking? _Check_. 

"Wow, and I thought I was embarrassing. You guys done yet?" 

The two in question jumped at the sudden voice coming from the 
entrance . 

They quickly frowned when Hinata's ridiculously ( seriously , it 
wouldn't hurt the guy if he could use a brush every once in a while) 
unkept orange hair peeking in from the crack in the door. It glowed 
in the afternoon sun. 



The other boy could feel his cheeks burn. Trust Hinata to ruin his 
little chat with the bespectacled beauty (not like it was going 
anywhere, though) just with his presence. Nonetheless, Oikawa kept 
his obvious dismay to himself. He had better things to do 
anyway . 

Like asking Hinata what the _hell_ he was even doing, spying on him 
like that. Who did he think he was, _James Bond?_ 

"What ' re you still doing here, Shou-chan? Didn't you leave like what, 
thirty minutes ago?" 

Hinata walked back into the lobby and leaned against the door. 

"I was waiting, for your information," he retorted, rolling his eyes 
impatiently. "And you're taking too long!" 

Oikawa shot a questioning look at him. Since when did it matter to 
him how much time he took leaving? Shimizu clearly saw no problem 
with it. As far as he knew, he was getting closer to first base than 
before . 

Pffta€"okay, _that_ was a lie. But still. There had to be something 
the guy had planned. 

_Unless . . ._ 

_. . .Oh **god** . . ._ 

"...Who exactly are you waiting for?" 

Biting his lip, Hinata pointed outside, as if hiding some sort of 
surprise. Oikawa didn't like the sound of that. Neither did Shimizu, 
who seemingly already knew what the redhead had up his 
sleeve . 

"You'll see ! " 
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><pXstrong>AN : I remember reading my first f anf ict iona€"Such a 
life-changing experience, isn't it?a€"a long time ago, and I was 
never much of a fan of clif fhangers . But now I write them all the 
time XD . Also, thank you all so much for this story reaching IK 
views! That means a lot to me! :) Part IT is next!** 

**See you!** 

**_~Tsuki_** 


8. After Hours: Bonding (?) 


* * 0 * * 


"_**When you choose your friends, don't be short-changed by choosing 
personality over character ."* *_ 


**-Somerset Maugham** 



**After Hours: Bonding(?)** 


* * 


* 


><p>"I'll be seeing you both tomorrow, I guess. "<p> 

"_Y-Yeah. _See yaa€ 1 " 

Oikawa had never felt so miserable in his life. His 

possible-maybe-never-say-never-crush was now walking away to her car 
in the parking lot. The sun was now setting, and the slew of passing 
vehicles driving down the road and back were increasing in numbers. 
There was so much more he could have said to her! Though most of it 
would've sounded better in his head, leaving it so awkward and 
one-sideda€"_thanks_, Hinataa€"nearly broke his poor heart. 

Meanwhile, the pint-sized terror was staring at him with a smug grin. 
What did he even get out of all this, anyway? 

"I'll take you home, if you want," he offered, gesturing to the large 
vana€"he really hoped he wasn't looking at a goddamn _vana€"_in the 
corner of the lot. "I think it'll be fun!" 

Oikawa was honestly expecting Hinata to have at least a little class. 
You know, the kind of class that doesn't force you to ride in a car 
that looked fifty years older than its owner. But_ noooo_a€"this guy 
wasn't fooling anyone. The van was dark blue and had highly tinted 
windows. They were so well tinted that he could barely even get a 
good view of what was inside at all. Maybe Hinata was some sort of 
drug dealer and hid it all in a secret compartment under the seat 
somewhere . 

_...! need to go to bed more oftena€l_ 

As much as he figured that he hated his guts, Oikawa was still 
incredibly skeptical of Hinata. Whose side was he really on, anyway? 
First he tried to trick him into thinking the kids were asleep. Then 
he made up for that by sharing part of his lunch with him. Then, he 
ruined his momenta€"or encounter, to put it accuratelya€"with 
Shimizu. And now, he wants to_ drive him home, _of all things! And 
plus, he somehow knew that he had no ride. Talk about stalker. 

Yet at the same time, he had still wanted to rejoice at this random, 
almost cruel act of kindness towards someone he had a growing grudge 
against. It was like a moment in which your parents asked you if you 
wanted to stay home from schoola€"_you don't decline the offer 
whatsoever ._ 

"Shimizu told me after lunch, " The redhead instantly responded as if 
reading his mind (or the incredulous look on his face at his van) . 

"She had noticed that you had gotten out of someone else's car when 
you came . " 

That made him furrow his brows in confusion. "But how? When I came 
in, she was sitting at her desk. And the window is across the 
entrance . " 

"Don't ask me, man. She has eyes like a _hawk_. " 


I knew it . 



"...Well, I don't see why not. Thanks, I guess." He opened the 
passenger side of the vehiclea€"_god_, he was such a moochera€"in 
seconds before Hinata stopped him with a hand on his shoulder. 

"Nah, save it till seven. We're going to the mall 
first ! " 

a€ 1 

a€ l_**What . **_ 


><p>Oikawa would have been lying if he said he hadn't been thinking 
about a large quantity of unnecessary <em> ' out-of-context<em> ' 
thoughts when Hinata practically shoved him into the van he'd been so 
desperately trying to avoid. Ironically, the inside of it wasn't as 
that horrendous as he had guessed. The seats felt fuzzy and warm, and 
the air conditioner blew off a cool, refreshing breeze. 

However ... there was still a problem with all this. 

He was now apparently going _shopping. _Not that he didn't like 
buying things, thougha€"that was an understatement. It was the fact 
that he bought _too _much stuff that he usually never needed in his 
life (Cause who really needs a Segway if they don't even get out of 
the house) that was the problem. And usually, it ended up with him 
begging for more cash from Iwaizumi or his moma€"but she was already 
so done with him that she basically left money on his doorstep. It 
was sad, really. 

_Anywaya€ 1 _ 

"It's literally a Monday night," He muttered while running his hands 
through his hair (which was incredibly sweaty for some reasona€"ew) , 
"Can't this wait till Friday or something?" 

Hinata raised a brow, but avoided glancing at him. He didn't seem to 
like that suggestion all that much. "Why not now?" he 
shrugged . 

_You've got to be kidding me._ 

"Well gee,_ I don't know_. Maybe it's because that's the day where we 
don't have to _work _the next morning." 

"Why 're you so tense? I thought people like you didn't care about 
stuff like that." 

'_People like me ' ?_ "You thought wrong, then_**. I wanna go 
home . 

The redhead snickered under his breath. "_Wow._ Who are you? Tobio?" 
Oikawa shot him a childish glare, as if completely offended. 

"Don't compare me to a little three-year-old!" he retorted. "I'm_ 
very_ mature, unlike _you_! " 

"Oh _sure_ you are. My apologies." 



"You're a real jerk, you know that?" 

"_What_? And I was_ just _about to say the same thing to you! Glad we 
could agree on something!" 

This conversation was beginning to get him nowhere. Oikawa needed 
some damn answers already. "Will you at least tell me why we're going 
to the mall right now?" he tried. Hinata simply shrugged in 
response . 

"No can do." 

The older boy sputtered in surprise. He really wasn't going to tell 
him, wasn't he? "What do you mean, 'no can do'? Are we window 
shopping or what?" 

"Not exactlya€l" The male muttered, puffing his cheeks. "Let's just 
saya€ 1 that I come here f or . . ._personal_ reasons." 

_Personal reasons? _The brunette instantly thought back to his 
Shou-chan-is-a-drug-dealer theory. It didn't seem so irrational the 
more he thought about it. Maybe he stood outside on the benches and 
let the pure scent of marijuana take him to his _customers . _ 

He never actually realized that he voiced these thoughts aloud. 

Hinata gaped at him in pure shock. He nailed him hard in the 
arm. 

"You're so _mean,_ you know that! Why would I want to sell drugs?! I 
don't even smoke!" 

Oikawa rubbed his now throbbing arm. The weird thing about it was 
that it actually, genuinely hurt. How hard could the guy hit? "It 
just came out, okay?! Don't look at me like that!" 

"You just accused me of breaking the law. How can I not?" 

Oikawa rolled his eyes. If it wasn't drugs that Hinata was after, 
then what was it? There had to be some sort of reason as to why he of 
all people would force him to come to the mall without being as so 
much as an acquaintance to him. Not even first time friends would do 
that. As if that wasn't any more confusing, Hinata _was _the one who 
didn't even dare tell him the reason why they were even going to the 
mall in the first place. One would be suspicious as to why he never 
said anything earlier. 

_Unlessa€ 1 _ 

"Is it a girl?" 

Hinata blinked in surprise, his face growing a deep red color. "What? 
N-No ! " 


_Dang it . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><emXstrong>01d Man Hibachi Bistro<strong> 
_**6:45 pm**_ 



_"0i ! Nishinoya!"_ 

The boy snapped his head up in surprise, nearly dropping one of the 
plates he was washing in the process. That had probably been the 
longest he had ever actually tried to take his job seriously that 
night. But _of course_, that old sourpuss had to ruin it. 

_The hell does he want now?_ 

"_Yeah, yeah._ I'm coming." Dropping the dishrag back in the sink, 
Nishinoya wiped his hands on a nearby towel hanging on the wall by a 
metal hook. Adjusting the collar of his shirt, he made his way to the 
back of the restaurant, due to the sudden roar of his bossa€"who for 
some dumb reason just liked being called Bossa€"screaming for him as 
the day winded down to almost seven o'clock at night. Nishinoya had 
still never heard of a place opening so late at night when most went 
to bed or just stayed home. On a Monday night, no less. It was one of 
those rare times he wished he was still in school. Sleep hadn't been 
much of a best friend to him lately. The most he would sleep was 
around four or five hours and spend the time he was awake eating 
takeout and watching random shit on TV before he'd have to get ready 
later that evening. And it was only on certain Mondays in which he 
actually had visitors he knew of. Hinata, for example. 

He hadn't seen him in so long the last time he had stopped by last 
fall! He still had that unwavering halo of orange hair, but he also 
began to carry a more mature, casual look. It was still a mystery as 
to why nobody swept him off his feet yet. 

a€l_Heh. Short jokea€l 
><em> 

"Ugh_, Nishinoya_! Will you hurry it up already? I don't have all 
year, dammit!" 

"Alright, alright! Calm down!" 
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><pXstrong>AN : Hey guys! I hope you all had a wonderful Christmas! 
(And all those other wonderful little holidays the rest of you 
celebrate as well! I was very busy for the last few days, Eso I 

hardly had the time to get this finished. Now, this may feel like a 
filler chapter, but that's kinda what I was going for anyway. This 
was originally about 2,000 words but I cut a lot of the content to 
save for the next update. Can't spoil everything all at once, right? 
Part III is next~!** 

**Thoughts? Let me know!** 

**See you in 2015! ** 

_**~Tsuki**_ 

_**EDIT 1/1/15: Happy New Year, everyone! I may or may not be 
updating next week, so don't be too sad when you don't get an alert 
from this story this Sunday. But don't worry! I'll update as soon as 
I possibly can! Bye! :)**_ 



9. After Hours : Destination 


* * g II * * 


**_' So, what's it like in the real world?' Well, the food is 

better, but beyond that, I don't recommend it."_** 

**-Bill Waterson** 

**After Hours: Destination** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"I do like this shirt... but at the same time, I <em>also<em> like 
_this_ shirt..." 

"The only difference is the colora€"that ' s not much of a 
decision . " 

Hinata rolled his eyes, thrusting one of the shirts he was holding 
towards Oikawa's chest. "You're a terrible shopper. And by the way, 
you look cool with blue." 

Oikawa raised a brow, taking the garment into his own hands. "This 
isn't even blue. It's _indigo_. " 

"_Same thing. 

Being dragged into the mall was one of the many things Hinata had 
done to Oikawa. The other thing was having to travel to a million 
stores and window shop as if time didn't even exist. _Sure_, there 
were a fewa€"read _a lot_a€"things he had seen that he honestly 
wanted to buy right off of the display. But he also knew that he 
couldn't spend his money no matter what. The boy didn't want a repeat 
of last time when he maxed out Iwaizumi's credit card (don't ask 
howa€"the pain itself was memorable enough) . 

_I wonder what he's doing, anyway... _ 

"Aren't you getting hungry by now?" He grunted at the redhead. "We've 

been walking around for _hours_._" (A nd sticking around in Macy ' s 

isn't helping at all . . . ) _Hinata glanced at the older male, his 
expression on the edge of completely amused. He simply 
shrugged . 

That was what he had been doing a lot lately, actually. And of 
course, it pissed Oikawa off to no end. 

"It's only been forty-five minutesa€"what ' s the rush?" 

"What do you mean, _'It's only been ' ?_ Im starving!" 

"The food court _is_ on the other side of the mall. We'll get there, 
eventually . " 

_Eventually ?_ 

Oikawa glared at Hinata, who was still smirking at him from afar. 

That _gross_, disgusting little smirk. As much as he hated to admit 



it though, it did remind him of how much he did the same thing when 
he was hanging out with Iwaizumi. 

_Any more of this and I'll get wrinkles on my forehead. . 

"You did this on _purpose_, didn't you? You parked on this side just 
so you could torment me ! " 

Hinata ran his hand through his hair, as if he had nothing to say to 
that. What would he have said, anyway? It was already pretty obvious 
by now. 

"And by torment, you mean by getting you a new wardrobe." 

_You littlea€"_ 

"_Me_? ! Look at _**you**_!" 

"What about me? I think I look pretty stylish, don't ya 
think?" 

"You're literally the definition of a scarecrow. If anybody looks 
fabulous, it's _me_! " 

"Mhm, I'm sure you do." 

"What's with all the sarcasm today? You're just hating on me because 
you know it's true, don't you?" 

"Whatever floats your boat." 

"_Ugh_a€"you ' re completely hopeless!" The brunette groaned, gripping 
part of his hair in frustration. 

He never did realize how loud he had said this till after Hinata 
tapped him on the shoulder. 

"Hey,_ Oinky,_" Hinata chimed, glancing over to the section of the 
store across from the pair. "You got people staring 

now ..." 

_Whaa€"_ 

When '_Oinky_' a€"much to his displeasurea€"looked around again, he 
was met with the bewildered stares and gaping mouths of other 
customers in the store. Not even his forced smile and handsome winks 
could save him the embarrassment of being walked away from in 
public . 

"_What a degrading man_, " they had whispered, "_insulting that poor 
boy like that_. " 

_**Boy? Try spawn of Satan. **_ 

_"I _know!_ And you'd think he'd be a role model for our generation! 
How disappoint ing . 

_**I am a wonderful role model !**_ 

"Hm. It's almost eight, so we should probably go," Hinata 



nonchalantly murmured to himself, ignoring Oikawa's inner battle with 
society to look at his phone in thought. 

"You coming, Oinky?" Hinata groaned, waving him over after walking a 
whole foot in front of him. Oikawa scrunched up his face in 
disgust . 

"Call me that one more time," He seethed, "And I'll start calling you 
_grandpa_. " 

The redhead's eye twitched. "You _wouldn't_." 

"_I would. 
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><pXstrong>01d Man Hibachi Bistro<strong> 

**7:54 pm** 

The sounds of clinking plates and running sinks became more frequent 
in Akira Hibachi ' s ears as he continued to feel more dazed in his 
chair just looking around his office for the hundredth time. 

One would say that he, with his still graying hair and weak eyesight, 
was getting way too old for this. But he didn't mind all that 
much . 

He did mind the fact that that blasted waiter still hadn't shown up 
at his door yet. Even after calling for him for the umpteenth time 
that same hour, he still saw no sign of him coming in anytime 
soon . 

He was about to shout louder this time for him again, until the 
doora€"f inallya€"burst open, a boy with a halo of matted, black hair 
and a blonde tuft that fell over his forehead emerging into the 
inside . 

"I'm here. Boss." He panted, brushing off his pants (Which for some 
reason had flour stuck to it) , lazily glancing over at the old man 
sulking in his chair in the far back of the office. 

He was greeted with a gritty frown and crossed arms. "About time, 
dammit. Now sit." 

"Got it. Boss." He muttered, almost instantly sitting in one of the 
cherrywood chairs in front of the old man's desk. Hea€"as 
usuala€"didn ' t seem so happy as of late. "What can I do for you?" 

"A lot of things, actually." Akira replied bitterly, "But for now, 
you're here because of the events that took place last week. I 
believe both you _and_ Hishida-san you know what I'm talking 
about . " 

"Hishida?" Nishinoya asked, scratching his head. "He's been out sick 
for a while." 

"Really now? For how long?" 


The boy shrugged his shoulders. "For about a month, I 



think. " 


"Uh-huh. So if he _was_ gone that long, then why did I see you _and_ 
him dowsing a whole jug of water on everybody like immature 
idiots ? " 

Nishinoya was taken aback, though mentally laughed to himself as the 
memory of him and the bespectacled boy (who was already listed as 
another one of his disciples) splashing water all over the other 
employees. Their shocked, bewildered faces were all too much for 
him. 

In fact, Hinata had been there that same night, but had to leave 
early to pick up his sister from some band concert or something. 
_School stuff, _he had thought. 

"It wasn't that bad, though!" He snickered. "I mean, they all kinda 
deserved it anyway. Especially Maki-sana€"did you know that she tried 
to dunk over me the other day? So unladylike, am I right?" 

Akira scowled, the wrinkles on his face becoming more crease and firm 
as he continued to stare at Nishinoya. Or what he thought was 
Nishinoyaa€"he honestly lost track of who he was talking to as he 
continued to ramble about God knows what. 

"Hishida-san is probablya€"or was, anywaya€"the only employee here 
that wasn't corrupted by your foolish antics." Here, the elderly man 
pointed to himself. "I've had to deal with you for two years already. 
You're lucky I haven't kicked you out yet." 

"Oh, Boss! Don't be like that! You haven't fired me yet because you 
I'm your only source of happiness!" 

Akira heaved a heavy sigh. "Define 'happiness'." 

"Think about it sir," The waiter chimed, pointing to himself. "If it 
weren't for me, you'd be bored as hell in here. I'm the only one you 
really yell at, anyway." 

"That's because you're the only one who won't bother listening to 
me." He quickly retorted, rolling his eyes. "Anyway ... that brings me 
to the second reason as to why you're here." 

"Really? What is it?" 

Darting his eyes back and fourth as if making sure nobody else was 
there, Akira leaned in close to Nishinoya. The scent of hard liquor 
and body cologne practically filled the waiter's nose. 

"I hear that there's going to be a_ new _restaurant, " he whispered, 
"It's being built a few stories down from us." 

At this, Nishinoya perked up, brushing away at his black locks. This 
was a lot more intriguing compared to the man's usual rants on 
whatever the occasion called for. 

"_Really_? Is it the same as ours?" 

"Not even _close_. You do know how this bistro is built upon quality, 
no?" 



"Quality of the finest, right? Yeah, pretty sure I've heard _that 
one_ before . " 

"_Very funny_. But like I was saying. Their meaning of quality 
is . . *drast ically* *_ different from ours." 

Nishinoya pursed his lips. "So, like a fast food joia€"" the boy 
couldn't even get the rest of his sentence out as Akira gripped his 
hands (that were pretty much the size of his own face) on his 
shoulders tightly, as if daring him to try and wriggle out of his 
grasp . 

"_Don't_. Please." 

"Don't what. Boss? Oh, and would you mind loosening your grip, you're 
kinda crushing my shoulders . " 

The old man blinked in confusion, before noticing Nishinoya 's face 
nearly blanching. Unfortunately, Akira was one of those people who 
often didn't realize their own strength till the person in question 
actually said something about it. It was embarrassing, to be 
honest . 

"My apologies." He muttered, now letting go of his shoulders. "But if 
you can, please refrain from mentioning '_fast food_' around a poor 
old soul like myself." 

"But you're like, _fifty_. That's not all that old." 

"Don't question it, alright? Just the thought of all the grease and 
processed meat just irks me to no end." 

" I feel ya. Boss . " 

The old man blinked, pushing up his dark spectacles on the bridge of 
his nose. "I'm surprised you see it the same way. But it is one of 
the reasons why I chose you for this rather .. ._important_ 
task . " 

Nishinoya felt his eyes widen. 

_I'm listening .. ._ 
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><p><emXstrong>Food Court, Floor One<strong>_ 

_**8:01 pm**_ 

"We're here, pretty boy." 

Oikawa rolled his eyes, overjoyed that he could finally stop walking 
for once and actually take in his surroundings. The thirty minutes he 
spent going from one floor to the next (and another from getting lost) 
was thirty minutes of precious sleep that he would miss tonight. _If_ 
he didn't pass out before he even had a chance to go back home. The 
latter was most likely going to happen. 

"Hey, what's up with you? You look pale." 



"Calm down, I'm just trying to catch my breath." 

Hinata quirked a brow. "Already? How much sleep do you usually 
get ? " 

"_Beats me._ Can we go inside now?" 

"_Alright, alright_. Chill." 
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><pXstrong>AN : I don't know how long I'll be able to keep this 
cliffhanger game up XD . On another note, I'd like to thank you all 
for getting this story over 1,200 views! (I'm still shocked as to why 
people still read this) . I really appreciate it! ** 

**Thoughts? Let me know! ** 

**See you!** 

**_~Tsuki_** 


10. After Hours: Hello 

* * ]_ g * * 


**I like to think of myself as a mystery, and everyone else is 

trying to figure out what the hell is going on with 
me . " * *_ 

_* *-Anonymous **_ 

_**After Hours: Hello**_ 

_***Note: The first half of this chapter will be in first person; I 
think you'll be able to figure out who it is :)**_ 
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><p><em>Iwa-channnn pis help me<em> 

**_Wtf are you bitching about now_** 

_I'm trapped. _ 

•k -k 9 k: k: 

_I'm trapped in a mall with a huge meanie from hell. I'm about to eat 
in this bistro place or whatever (Attachment: 1 image) but you need to 
come right now so I can escape and go home_ 


**_... are you fucking kidding me rn _** 
_What? I'm serious! _ 

**_No the fuck you're not ok _** 



**_While my day was literal shit you're over here about to stuff 
yourself at some goddamn expensive ass restaurant _** 

**_Meanwhile I ate fucking jumbo fries and a cheeseburger _** 

_But I didn't want to_ 

**_And? Quit complaining all the time at least you get quality food 
dammit. Plus whoever that 'meanie' is is one nice motherfucker cause 
lets be real here_** 

_What ?_ 

_**You are one hell of a bitch baby**._ 
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><pxem> . . . <em> 

Out of all the things Iwa-chan could've possibly insulted me with, 
'bitch baby' was probably the worst, even for him. 

I mean, since when did I act so childish? I had a job! I had 
moneya€"sort ofa€"and I had a good year so far! That screams 
'_totally mature_' to me. I knew for a fact that I wasn't the same 
guy I was back then. Even though I did drop from volleyball after 
graduation, I was kinda glad I decided against going pro. My knee had 
become increasingly painful, and the supporters didn't help much at 
that point. My mom even suggested (out of the blue; unfortunately) 
that I would have to get it amputated if I kept it up. 

...But enough about my knee, that's _really_ not all that important 
right now. Neither is my life story in general, but whatever. There 
were more . . ._lif e-threatening _things at hand. 

"Why the long face, Oink-a-doink? " 


• • -_Ugh_. 

Yeah, that guy. _Hinata_. The demon that tortures me though random 
acts of kindness. And his _nicknames_ for mea€"**_god_**, don't even 
get me started on those _atrocious_ thingsa€"they were so incredibly 
cringeworthy that I actually had to keep myself from screaming. 

We were sitting in one of the tables in this bistro he had told me 
about earlier, where his '_friend_' was going to meet him or 
something. Now, the place itself wasn't all that bad, so to speak. It 
looked nice. The interior mainly consisted of wood and bamboo, with 
flowers of all types (mostly red spider lilies, but whatever) and 
colors making up at least eighty percent of the entire place. It was 
on the ceiling, it lined the walls, the walkways to the tables, and 
even the ground in general . 

But like I said beforea€"f lowers aren't all that important either. I 
still had to deal with that redheaded douchebag over there. And his 
new _nickname_ for me didn't make him any less annoying than he 
seemingly was . 



"Will you _please_ just call me by my first name?" I finally seethed. 
It gets old _pretty_ fast, as you can see. "You're already 
embarrassing as it is." 

Hinata rolled his eyes. What a pain. "I don't even know your first 
name. Wasn't it like ... Tofu? " 

"W-what?!" I stuttered, blinking in surprisea€"I mean seriously, how 
could anyone on this earth mess that upa€"rubbing my temples. 

"No ! " 

"Oh. Well, I tried!" 

Composing myself for the umpteenth time that day, I tried to ignore 
the obvious aggravation that was brewing in my head thanks to that 
infuriating presence in front of me. 

"Whatever, you jerk. Where's your so-called friend at, anyway? Didn't 
you say you were meeting him here?" 

"Hm? His shift hasn't ended yet." 

_Shift_? 

"What do you mean by shift?" 

I knew the question was dumb, since the redheaded shrimp stared at me 
with a point blank expression. I didn't really care, though. I needed 
some answers already. 

"I mean that he won't be able to join us until his Boss calls for his 
break . " 

"So he _works_ here?" 

Cue yet another blank look. "Why else would I drag you here by force? 

Where did you think we were even going? _The convenience 

store? 

"No! I'm not _that_ stupid." 

"I never said you were _stupid_ though," he grinned, " Just a bit 
_whiny_, that's all." 

I felt my teeth unknowingly grit together. "Don't start." 

There were times when I really wondered about what was really going 
through Hinata 's head. I mean, besides the terrible nicknames and 
insulting comments. During the whole time I had spent with the guy, 
he never once actually told me about himself. It seemed he knew a 
hell of a lot more about me than I knew myself. 

Since the whole drug dealer theory was painfully rejected, I had no 
other lead as to what Hinata 's backstory was all about. (Though of 
course, nobody can really beat mine.) I had to think of another 
approach . 

"So, Hinata, " (Don ' t judge me, there was no other option), "I got a 
question for you." 



He looked back at me after getting zoned out from looking at what I 
figured was the ground. I couldn't really read his expressiona€"it 
was like a mix of the general 'What is it', to 'What the hell do you 
want?' Who even _does_ that anymore? 

"Well, what do you wanna know?" 

"Beats me. Just the basics, I guess." 

He pursed his lips, lazily twirling a random lock of hair with his 
finger. "The basics, huh? Okay." 
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><p><strong>A SUMMARY OF THE LIFE OF HINATA SHOUYO<st rong> 

Well first, my name is Shouyo ! I'm 22 years old and I work at a 
daycare with a bunch of cute little kids! But one of them is going to 
regular school next week, so that kinda sucks. But anywayaO" 

I went to the glorious Karasuno High where I played volleyball as the 
middle blocker for the Crows (_CAW CAW_) and currently take online 
classes for college. I'm hoping to go pro in volleyball and go to the 
Olympics one day! 

I also have a really cute sister named Natsu, but she likes tennis 
instead of volleyball (hater) and is on the middle school team. She's 
pretty good at it . . . 

But that's really all you should probably know about me. Everything 
else isn't very important. So yeah! 
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><p>"<em>That ' s it?"<em> Honestly, I was hoping for something a 
little more tragic and life-changing than that. Hinata playing 
volleyball did make me almost choke, though. 

Because let's face ita€"if he was _still_ small now, then I could 
only imagine how much more of a complete _shrimp_ he was in high 
school. I could probably put a stool under him and he still wouldn't 
be able to touch the top of my head. 

Hehe . He would _never_ be able to live that one down. 

"You asked for the basics! I gave 'em to you!" 
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><p><strong>Hibachi Quarters-Back Room<strong> 

"So wait. You want _me _to do it?_ Seriously?" _ 

_"_I don't see why not. I trust you." 

Nishinoya couldn't help but feel more overjoyed than he already was 
when he held the small, microscopic camera in his palm. It was in the 
shape of a tiny badge with a hard to see pin that would stick on to 
his shirt. 



Boss had just told him that he needed someone to ' check up on that 
other restaurant' and 'see what their food was like.' In other words, 
he wanted him to go to the rival restauranta€"Boss didn't even know 
what it's name was, what a shamea€"and learn all of their secrets! It 
was like being a spy! No way he would miss his chance to skip on 
cleaning the dishes! Plus, it gave him an excuse to eata€"who would 
really pass that up? 

"Now, Nishinoya, " Old man Akira lazily noted as the male couldn't 
stop shaking in his seat in excitement, "Don't forget your task. And 
don't tell anyone, either." 

"Y-yeah Boss." He instantly stammered, still not even bothering to 
look up at him, choosing to instead stare at the little badge in awe. 
"I won't tell a soul." 

"Thank you. _But._ If you screw this up..." The man began to say, 
before being interrupted once again. 

"a€"you'll never forgive me, I know! Don't worry. Boss! I got 
this ! " 

Akira mentally sighed, rubbing his temple. _I hope so..._ 

Though unlike most of his staff, he somehow found it incredibly easy 
to trust Nishinoya, despite his prankish nature. He was loyala€"not 
in the way that dogs were, since all you really had to do was that 
his job was 'on the line' and he'd be solda€"and would honestly do 
anything as long as he didn't suffer from boredom. 

"I'll just let Maki-san take your shift for now," He noted to 
himself, scratching his head. "Don't be too obvious when you go in 
there, though. Justa€"" 

"a€"Act natural, right? I got it!" 

With a final dorky salute to the old man, Nishinoya rushed his way 
out the back hall. Passing by the other employeesa€"who were 
wondering what the hell had gotten into him being so enthusiastic 
about leaving Boss' officea€"as he toured through the kitchen and 
separate room closed of to the ones with reservations and big 
parties, he made a beeline for the main entrance. Nobody was in his 
way, and nobody had asked him why he was so intent of leaving anyway, 
since Akira would have easily pummeled him for trying to leave before 
his shift ended. 

All in all, he found it incredibly easy to sneak away. 


Until, _of course... _ 

A halo of orange hair stuck out from the rest of the blacks, grays, 
and browns in his vision. He also heard a faint, _yet oh-so-f amiliar 
_laugh emit from this same orange halo, causing Nishinoya to blink to 
himself. He didn't just see that, right? 


He did, didn't he? 



_'Nah. Must be just seeing things, he said to himself, furrowing 
his brows. know that that's nota€""_ 

_"OH MY GOSH!"_ 

The whole restaurant, much to his and everyone else's displeasure, 
suddenly shook to the sound of a shocked scream, brown eyes the size 
of literal saucers boring holes into Nishinoya's eyes. He'd seen 
those same eyes a bunch of times beforea€"but why couldn't he put a 
finger on who it was. . . 

_"NOYA-SAN! 

_'0h. That's why...'_ 
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><pXem>AN : _* *Unf ortunately , due to exams (and writers block :/) 
coming the following Monday, I won't be updating next week. As an 
apology, I'm in the middle of writing a random little one shot on 
around Tuesday or Wednesday while you wait for the next official 
addition to this story. 

**Thoughts? Lemme know!** 

**See ya!** 

**-Tsuki** 


11. Welcome Back 
**]_]_** 

"**_My job is to give everyone a chance to catch their breath and 
step back from all this and get back to work."_** 

**-Bob Schieffer** 

**Welcome Back** 
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><p><strong>Previously . . .<strong> 


**A halo of orange hair stuck out from the rest of the blacks, grays, 
and browns in his vision. He also heard a faint, ****_yet 
oh-so-f amiliar _****laugh emit from this same orange halo, causing 
Nishinoya to blink to himself. He didn't just see that, 
right ? * * 

**He did, didn't he?** 


**_'Nah. Must be just seeing things, '_**** he said to himself, 
furrowing his brows. '****_i know that that's nota€""_** 


**"0H MY GOSH!"** 


**The whole restaurant, much to his and everyone else's displeasure, 
suddenly shook to the sound of a shocked scream, brown eyes the size 



of literal saucers boring holes into Nishinoya's eyes. He'd seen 
those same eyes a bunch of times beforea€"but why couldn't he put a 
finger on who it was...** 


**"NOYA-SAN! "** 


_**'0h. That's why...'** 
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><p>They got kicked out . <p> 

_Kicked out._ 

Unbelievable, right? What restaurant would be so hostile to their 
costumers that any disturbance they made would result them actually 
leaving? By _force_. 

At first, Oikawa had found it incredibly absurd, as two men 
calmlya€"well , compared to his cries of '_Let go!_' and constant 
yankinga€"ushered both him and Hinata outside the bistro and promptly 
told them that they couldn't come back. Ever. 

What a nice time to be kicked out of the one place that seemed 
legitimately decent other than all the other fast food stops 
littering the mall's plaza. 

And _now_ here he was . Back in the daycarea€"with only a mere apple 
and some water to spare along with five hours of sleepa€"retelling 
the tale of how Hinata nearly tackled the ebony haired waiter to the 
ground before he scampered away behind the main counter and into the 
back room of the bistro to the same five little munchkins from 
yesterday . 

The only one who really found this all undeniably hilarious was 
Tet suroua€"Aone ' s reaction was still unreadable, as it always was. 
Asahi showed a bit of concern, however, as his eyes continued to grow 
out of shock and surprise. Typical Asahi. 

"Aha! So you and Sensei got busted?" The bed headed boy teased, 
sticking out his tongue. He was currently engaged in a fierce 
standoff with Aone in Jenga. It wasn't until Asahi had asked the two 
why they looked so tired today that he lost his concentrat ion on the 
game and instead resorted to listening to Hinata 's '_story_' . 

But in all honestly, Oikawa was glad that that longa€"and admittedly 
amusinga€"night was over, and he could finally focus on what he was 
really supposed to be focusing on in the first place. He didn't even 
get to eat at that dumb bistro, though. Talk about unfair. 

Said redhead rolled his eyes. He honestly didn't know how much more 
he could take of this. "No, it wasn't like that, Tetsurou, " he 
emphasized this by gently flicking him on the head. "The people just 
asked us to leave. That's all." 

The boy can still remember Noya's crazed face, as if he had been 
caught in the act. Usually, he wouldn't have looked so alarmed. 

Still, he seemed to be up to something that Hinata himself didn't 
even know about. Wouldn't have hurt to know... 



_Well, there's a first time for everything 

"It was kinda like he was embarrassed to se me," he continued. "Have 
no idea why, though." Hinata poured another plastic cup filled with 
apple juice before chugging it down his throat as if at a bar getting 
drunk. Oikawa grimaced. Did he really take it this as personal as he 
thought ? 

"Well, it _was_ you who started screaming like a maniac." He 
interjected, feeling wrinkles already blemishing his otherwise 
perfect face. "He probably wanted to cry at the sight of you." 

He was met with a narrowed glare in response. 

"But did you say hi to Noya?" Asahi asked, timidly tugging on 
Hinata' s apron in curiosity. 

The redhead shook his head. 

"He didn't really _say_ anything, now that I think about it. Just 
kinda looked at me like this." He quickly mimicked a shocked 
expression, earning a rare laugha€"it was really a chuckle, but 
stilla€"from Aone . "And then he ran back behind the counter. 

Weird . " 

"Maybe he scared of you." A bored Tobio muttered from his usual spot 
next to the large bin of Legos. "He thought you was 
the . . ._boogeyman_. . . " 

A chorus of groans emitted from the mouths of Asahi and Yachi. It 
seemed that even they were clearly done with the pure stupidity of 
the boys imaginat iona€"even if it did seem a bit adorable as 
well . 

"Why would he be scared of his own friend, though?" Tetsurou added, 
scratching his head in thought. "I mean, Asahi doesn't hide in the 
cupboard when he sees me." 

"If he was small enough, he probably would." 

Asahi gaped, staring at Aone with a look of pure betrayal. The albino 
simply shrugged, seemingly unaware at how much that actually offended 
him. Both Oikawa and Hinata stared at each other in surprise. 

"You can really crack some jokes, can't you, Aone-chan?" The brunette 
chuckled, ruffling the six-year-old's halo of white locks. He puffed 
out his cheeks, too embarrassed to say or do anything to get his 
large hand from off his head. He wouldn't admit he enjoyed it, 
though . 

"You think he likes that. Sensei?" Tetsurou absentmindedly asked, 
watching the boys flustered expression. Hinata shrugged, unable to 
really get much of a legitimate reading of his face either. 

"Dunno. Hard to tell..." 

Shimizu could still feel her stomach drop when she saw the list of 
names again for the fifth time that same morning. The _new_ list, so 
to speak. 



She already knew that Tetsurou was way past the age limit for his 
classa€"the boy was seven, and it would be against the policy to try 
to keep him in Room 104 for very long. 

As if that wasn't already nerve-wracking, his own mother had been 
dropping little hints here and there about doing so much as moving 
away and putting him in public school. 

Now, she didn't have a problem with that. The boy had been stuck in a 
little daycare for who knows how long. He had to go at some 
point . 

But that didn't mean Shimizu didn't get attached to the guy all the 
while. Every morning she'd expect him to greet her with a lopsided 
smile and a sloppy air kiss as he dashed towards his classroom. And 
every afternoon he'd do the same exact thing. 

Some days she had thought he was just trying to tease her, or trying 
to give her the impression that he was a casanova of 
sortsa€"overtime, however, she began to see the sincerity in it. 

Who would take his place now? 

She skimmed the long list, each one holding around four or five new 
kids, along with the ones that were already in the daycare. Depending 
on their age, they weren't going anywhere anytime soon. 

_**Bokuto, Koutarou/04 years**_ 

_**Kozume, Kenma/03 years**_ 

Even with him gone, two would take Tetsurou 's place. As far as 
appearance was concerned, Shimizu had no idea what they looked 
like . 

What was more important was the fact that she'd have to let both 
Hinata and Oikawa knowa€"Tet surou only had the rest of the week 
before he'd officially leave for real school. 

With a heavy sigh she gathered the remaining stacks of paper in her 
hands and stuffed them all in the metal drawers beneath the main 
desk . 

_'He can still come, in a way, '_ she thought to herself in 
desperation of feeling relieved, '_He'll just be put in the host 
section. . .1 think. . . ' _ 

It still confused her as to why she still felt so strong and troubled 
at thisa€"it was just a little boy who happened to be too old to stay 
at a daycare. It happened all the time! 

The girl was about to go get some water to settle her nerves until an 
ear-bleeding sound emitted from the telephone just across her 
desk . 

The Caller ID didn't show up on the monitor, which made her curious. 
She didn't look like she cared about it all that much, but being the 
front desk lady was very boring to her most of the time. 


A little phone call wouldn't hurt, now would it? 



><pxp> 


**A/N: Wow this was incredibly short but whatever. 

Anyway ... * * 

**Hello, everyone, long time no see! Thankfully, exams are finally 
over and I'm now able to update againa€"But now there's a little 
change . * * 

**Instead of every Sunday, I'm going to try and update this whenever 
I can. Mainly because at some point I always seem to update 
early (this chapter is actually an example of this), and then 
sometimes I'm a total wreck trying to finish the chapters up in time 
since I'm utterly terrified of deadlines tbh XD . I hope that's 
alright with you all :)** 

**0n a last note, I want to thank you guys for giving this story over 
1,500 views from last weeka€"why do you even want to read this still, 
as crappy as it is nowa€"but I appreciate it regardless! 

(af»I^af») af Z** 

**Thoughts? Lemme know!** 

**_-Tsuki_** 


12. Knights and a New Face 
* * ]_ 2 * * 


**_"If you want your children to be intelligent, read them fairy 
tales. If you want them to be more intelligent, read them more fairy 
tales . "_** 

**_-Albert Einstein _** 

**Knights and a New Face** 
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><p>"Hm...you can be the dragon. And <em>you<em> can be the soldier. 
_You_ can be the knight... And _I'm_ the king!" 

"Tetsurou, what in the world am I wearing?" 

The young boy slyly smirked at Asahi, who was glaring daggers at him 
through what looked like a poorly made mask made out of notebook 
paper . 

"That's the mask that the villain has to put on. You gotta wear it 
for the whole game." He responded in a seemingly amusing tone. 

"But why? And why am _I_ the villain anyway?" 

"Because you're supposed to be really ugly. Villains _are_ always 
really ugly . " 



A moment of unexpected silence fell over the rooma€"because _gosh_, 
who knew he could be so blunta€"bef ore a loud wail echoed from the 
masked six-year old. 

"W-Wha? You think I'm _ugly_? ! " He cried in disbelief, nearly on the 
verge of tears as he stepped back in shock. 

"Well noa€"" 

"Yeah you do! That's why I'm the villain, isn't it. Sensei?" Tetsurou 
looked on to the redhead, hoping for him to get his point across 
without making the boy any more distraught. 

"Asahi, calm down, okay? He's not trying to be mean." Hinata mumbled, 
currently draping himself with one of the many capes (which was kept 
for very weird reasons) that were all folded neatly in the cubbies 
near the large carpet. "It's just because Aone wants to be the 
dragon, and nobody else wants to be the villian." 

"But... why can't you be the villian. Sensei?" 

"Me? W-well . . . that ' s because I'm not really the villian type." 

_I'm going to kill that narcissistic jerk once this is over._ 

After a tedious period of begging and pleading for no real reason 
other than to just get under Hinata 's skin, Oikawa was somehow able 
to get all the kids together in a game of 'Knights and Dragons.' The 
redhead had never even heard of such a stupida€"and made up, but 
Oikawa never told him about that part, so _shhhhh_a€"game in his 
life. _If_ it was a game at all. 

"Well, Yachi-chan's obviously the princess." Tetsurou added, choosing 
to simply ignore the frustrated Asahi and put his hand on her 
head . " 

The little girl pursed her lips, as if disagreeing with the older 
boy . 

"I don't wanna be the _princess_, " she whined. "I wanna be a knight 
too ! " 

"Me too!" 

"So do I." echoed Aone from his dragon costume. Hinata constantly 
urged him not to wear the headpiece, but the albino thought 
otherwise . 

"But Aone, I thought you _wanted_ to be the dragon." 

"I did." 

Oikawa raised a confused brow. "Then... why do you want to be a 
knight? You know they can't breathe fire like real dragons 
can ! " 

"But dragons _aren't_ real." 

"What? Yeah they are!" This was from Yachi. "They've _always_ been 
real! Right, Tobio?" 



"Not really . " 


"Hey. That's enough from the both of you..." 

Tetsurou rolled his eyes, annoyed at how _incredibly_ slow everyone 
was being just to get started on a simple game. 

"_Yachi-channn_! You gotta be the princess! You're the only 
girl ! " 

"No! I wanna be a _knight_! " The girl now wailed, pounding on his 
chest with her hands balled up into tiny fists. 

"But ... everyone can't be a knight," Oikawa interjected, lowering 
"It's one or the other, you know." 

Yachi stared at him in disbelief. "But knights are cool! They do all 
these cool moves like '_hah kah_! and '_yah_! ' and '_ooyah_! ' " She 
performed slashing motions as if wielding a large sword all the 
while, raising her voice at every twist or step she took that looked 
like she was decimating the enemy. The display was too adorable to be 
taken seriously by both Hinata and Oikawa. Standing next to Aone was 
Tobio, the prince, who '_hmmped_' in agreement. He wasn't really sure 
what princes did in general, but he still found the part remotely 
interesting . 

However, his princess wasn't so fond of her rolea€"she wanted to 
fight the dragon all by herself, for gods sake. 

"But if _you ' re_ a knight, and Tetsurou is the king... Aone and Asahi 
are the bad guys, _and_ Tobio is the prince... we _still_ need a 
princess . " 

Tetsurou adjusted the folds of his paper crown and flapped out his 
cape before kneeling in thought, as if honestly thinking of a way of 
how everything would work. Hinata furrowed his brows, scratching his 
head. He knew what he wanted to suggest before Oikawa even had a 
chance of finishing his statementa€"but he figured that yesterday was 
enough for him. It was rare of how many times he could embarrass one 
person so much in one day. 

_Eh . It wouldn't hurt to leave him alone just this once. Not like 
he'll even do anything anyway. _ 

"Well... we could always get _Shou-chan_ to do it. 

A familiar, smug grina€"though he didn't even want to look, knowing 
already of its sickening presence on his f acea€"turned his way as 
Hinata could slowly feel his face twist in shock horror and 
embarrassment . 

_I stand corrected. . ._ 
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><p>"I hope we're not late to come by..."<p> 

"Oh no, you're fine. Just let me find your paperwork, ma'am. 



He watched in earnest curiosity as the bespectacled and incredibly 
beaut ifula€"though the word itself wasn't even in his 
vocabularya€"woman with long black hair opened a little desk drawer 
and unraveled a small packet of paper held together with a single 
staple. With ease, she gave the packet to his mother, who took it a 
little too shakily than she thought. Her short, frizzy black locks 
bounched as she fidgeted with the documents in her hand. 

"A-Are you _really_ sure I can do this now? Should I come back 
another time?" She stammered, pointing towards the door. 

He really got exasperated at her whenever she did thisa€"he never 
exactly understood why she even got so jittery in the first 
place . 

Nonetheless, the woman shook her head again, seemingly irked by her 
urge to rush out the door. Guess he wasn't the only one. 

"No worries. All I need for you to do is sign these papers. I'll take 
care of the rest." 

His mother nodded, choosing to stay silent and took out a single blue 
pen. Grabbing his hand with the other, she guided him to the chairs 
near the door to sit down. The woman resumed her worka€"or as he 
liked to say, _witchcraft_a€"at her desk. 

"I'm really sorry about all this, having to call you so late in the 
day and all" she would murmur in between pen strokes, "it's just that 
something came up at my joba€"and I don't have anyone to watch 
Koutarou for me..." 

The little boy pouted, but didn't make any sound. He didn't really 
like it whenever his mother implied that he was too young to do what 
he liked to define as 'big kid' things, such as sliding down a huge 
slide without her supervision, or riding his bike without training 
wheels . 

"That's fine, ma'am. We'd be happy to watch him for you." The woman 
responded almost instantly, as if she were an automaton already 
programmed to answer to those kinds of things. "It's only noon, so 
you're free to take your time." 

She very well remembered that rather hasty phone all. From what she 
remembered, the woman was as jittery and out of breath as she was now 
in person. She was going on and on about a lot of miscellaneous 
things while on the phonea€"which she didn't really mind all that 
much. She saw something in the boy that piqued her interest, in a 
way. It reminded her a lot of Tet suroua€"whether or not that was a 
good thing, one thing _was_ certain. 

The poor thing was scared. Out of his wits, even. She didn't want him 
to be that way. She wanted him to smile, and to laugh. The world in 
which she and his mother was in was much scarier, anyway. 

"Ah, I thank you for that. But... they won't let me leave until four. 
Is that _too_ long?" 

"Not at all. We close at five thirty." 

"Oh... okay. Well then, here you go, Ms..." 



"Shimizu. But you may call me Kiyoko, if you'd like." She then gazed 
towards the boy who had been staring right back at her. He jumped in 
his own skin, embarrassed. 

"It's very nice to meet you, Koutarou. I hope you'll meet a lot of 
new friends . " 

Koutarou felt his face flush as she gave him a warm smile. He had 
never witnessed a girla€"or anyone, reallya€"smile at him so 
sincerely in his life. Most found him too rowdy and annoying. Others 
didn't really think much of him other than another daycare 
delinquent . 

"Hey, Kou-chan? What do you say?" 

"Oh, er...T-Thank you..." 

"Once upon a time in the kingdom of , er . . ._Sunshine_, lived a princess 
who always was very, _very_ happy." 

A vicious glare was all he got from the 'princess', who wore a 
sparkling golden tiara on his head and a fluffy yellow veil covering 
his face. 

"Hey, _princess~_! You're supposed to look happy, remember?" Oikawa 
snickered under his breath. "Show me that pretty face of 
yours ! " 

"_B-Be quiet... 
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><pXstrong>AN : I really missed writing about the kids, so this 
chapter was really fun to write, (^v^)** 

**Thoughts? Lemme know! (It's getting pretty lonely in my inbox 
lately. . . ; 

**See ya! ** 

**-_Tsuki_** 


13. The Rise and Fall of the Dark Lord 

* * ]_ 3 * * 

_**"Many shall weep when a knight takes up a 
shield. "**_ 

** -Anonymous** 

**The Rise and Fall of the Dark Lord** 
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><p>"So this is the room that he'll be in for the rest of the year. 
In a way, it's sorta like our graduating class. "<p> 



Shimizu, Koutarou, and his mother stood in front of Room 104. The boy 
was still panicky about what was in there. He wanted to think 
positive thoughts, but it always got the better of him in the 
end . 

"Really? But the children seem a bit young.." 

"They go from ages two to seven. The infants are from newborns to 
about age 1 and turning two. It's a very weird system, I know, but it 
does help . " 

'_Two to seven, ' _The words rang in his head like an old bell tolling 
at dawn. The range wasn't all that far from his own 
age . 

"Interesting." Koutarou 's mother glanced down at him, ruffling his 
dark hair in thought. "Are there any others that have already turned 
seven? " 

Though he wasn't sure his mother could tell, Koutarou noticed Shimizu 
stiffen, almost as if she didn't want to answer that last question in 
fear of constantly thinking about it after. 

"Yes, just one though. This is his last week." 

"I'm sorry to hear that." 

"I'm sorry for him, too. Nobody has told him yet." 

Whoever this boy was, Koutarou figured he was pretty special to both 
Shimizu and his teachers, whoever they were. He still felt kinda 
guilty over taking his place. What if the other kids saw him just 
like thata€"a substitute for a seven year old who was too old for 
daycare? 

A soft, gentle hand laid on his shoulder. Koutarou jumped at the 
contact, knowing it wasn't his mother (hers was usually too rough and 
sudden) , and look up to bright, blue eyes behind a pair of 
spectacles . 

"I know you're having your doubts, but you shouldn't, you know." 

He didn't know what to say to this. His mother didn't either, 
choosing to step back a bit and watch. It was like she read his mind 
in under a millisecond. All that came out of his mouth was a low 
'_oh_' . 

"You're going to make many friends. I know you will. You like Legos, 
don't you?" 

"Y-Yeah! They're fun!" 

"Then you already have one. You see, there's a boy in there who loves 
Lego to pieces. He's only three, but I'm sure you'll work something 
out . " 

"Wait, so you mean... I'm gonna..." 


"Go in there now? Of course. 



Koutarou's face flushed. "But I'm not ready!" 

"Oh come now, Koutarou. Of course you are!" 
"B-But . . . what if..." 

His mother frowned. "What if what, Kou?" 

_What if they don't like me?_ 

_What if they hate me?_ 

_What if they don't play with me? _ 

_What if I'm alone and nobody will be there with 
me?_ 

"N-Nothing ..." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong> <emxspan> ' Town Square', 1:01 pm<span>_** 

**"I SHALL * * * *_ravAGE_* * * * THIS REALM WITH MYa€"**_ack, hair in my 

mouth, **blegh**_**a€"M-MY DRAGON AONEGA AND SEND * * * *_teRROR_* * * * 

TO THE PEOPLE! * * * *_MUWAHAHAHAHA ! "_* * 

"Good _god_, Asahi, I think you murdered everyone's eardrums with 
that voice alone..." Oikawa groaned in pain, rubbing said 
ears . 

"Yeah, seriously. Lower your voice or _something_. " Tetsurou added, 
fanning himself in boredom. He hadn't been doing much since the game 
started, but he was relieved when it finally started getting some 
action . 

Asahia€"or by his name, _Evil_ _Lord Azumane_a€"rolled his eyes 
behind his paper mask. "My throat hurts now because of you two, so 
shush!" The king simply snickered and adjusted his red 
crown . 

"_Anyway_, " Hinata coughed, asking for silence from the three in 
question. His veil was beginning to feel itchy on his nose. "Can we 
_please_ go on with the story?" 

Oikawa rolled his eyes. "Alright, no need to get feisty over there, 

your _highness_. Now, moving along. The _dark, **evil**_ Lord Asahi 

stepped down from his pet dragon Aonega, and watched as it breathed 
fire throughout the kingdom." 

The albino dragon lazily walked over to the Lego towers all lined up 
on the rug and knocked them over one by one with a single push of his 
finger. Then he '_Rawrrrr ' ed_ in the most boring way 
possible . 

"Urn... that's not exactly the _dragon_ I'm looking for, Aone . How 
about more of a '_RAWR_' and a little bit of '_AHHHHRRGGHHH_' ? " 

Oikawa suggested, gritting his teeth and scrunching up his face. 
Though he honestly didn't expect much effort from him in the first 
place, it still bothered him that he didn't really try at all. 



"I don't want my throat to hurt like his." Was all that came out of 
his mouth. Asahi was still trying to clear his throat, hoping he 
didn't lose his voicea€"and for him, that was one of his top greatest 
fears . 

"Oi, you're such a worrywart, Aone-chan. _But,_ if that's how you 
feel, then fine. Anyway, the Knights of Sunshine had heard all the 
commotion going on in town square. They saw the burning buildings, 
that were collapsing and falling aparta€" and pulled out their long 
swords to fight the beast!" 

At this, Yachi drew out her long foamed pirate sword from her large 
brown belt and aimed it directly at Aone ' s face. The dragon did not 
flinch one bit. 

"_I shall slay you, beast_! " She squeaked, waving the weapon in her 
hand like a seasoned swordsman. "Prepare to be _finished_! " 

Aone shrugged his shoulders, letting the three year old continuously 
pound his chest with the foamed blade. Asahi, faking a horrified 
gasping sound, took out a long twig that Tobio had found 
outside . 

"Leave my dragon alone, you silly knight!" He bellowed, but not too 
loud. "Or I shall cast my _**dark**_ magic onto 
you ! " 

_* * "Never ! " * *_ 
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><p>Koutarou watched in awe as he saw a little girl clad in a cape 
and crown wham her sword into the 'dark lord', sending him tumbling 
on the ground. However, it must have really hurt, since he started to 
crouch over in pain and began howling. The one with the yellow veil 
across his face seemed to be saying something to the girl as she 
whirled around, wondering just how weak the dark lord was, but it was 
too hard to catch on to exactly what he said.<p> 

His mother had left the building already, and he was watching the 
display of 'battle' with Shimizu, who was equally intrigued. 

"They seem really into it." He noted, watching the little girl jump 
in the air in triumph over the dark lord. 

Shimizu nodded. "Very." 

_"With the dark lord perished in flames, his former pet dragon 
seethed in agony and rage!" _Though the sound was muffled, she could 
hear how deep Oikawa's voice had gotten when he put a single hand on 
his chest and began narrating again. Koutarou was dazed. 

The white dragon, who to him seem completely unaware of the intensity 
around him, continued walking around the room and roaring in a 
monotone pattern. 

"He doesn't look so excited about being the dragon." 


"Hm." Shimizu replied, cocking her head to one side in thought. "I 



think he is, but he doesn't show it." 

"If I were him," Koutarou sighed, "I would definitely be the 
dragon . " 

As soon as he said this, the dragon looked at the knight, a dead 
glare in his eyes as his former owner was dragged off as if dead, 
still sprawled on the ground. He bared his teeth and roared once 
more, now stomping towards her in anger. 

Koutarou felt his heart race. What was he dragon going to do to the 
girl? Slay her? Eat her? 

_"The dragon glared at the knight, enraged at her act of violence! 
With a heavy, low growl, he made his way to the knight, an ocean of 
pure fire brewing in his belly !"_ 

The girl glanced back in fake horror, clasping her sword to her chest 
in fear. 

_"The knight froze in place! She was cornered against the mighty 
dragon Aonega in the middle of rising flames and burning houses. Her 
sword was her last hope . "_ 

The boy wanted to close his eyes shut, in fear of what would happen, 
but forced himself to watch. The dragon raised its mighty head up 
into the air, gathered his breath, and was about to blowa€" 

_**BUT WAIT! **_ 

All of a sudden, another boy, who looked about the same age as the 
knight, jumped onto the mighty dragon's back and swung him around 
helplessly until he tipped over onto the ground. Koutarou gasped. He 
wasn't even expecting that! The girl swooped up from her frozen spot 
and found an opening in the dragon, and buried her sword into his 
stomach. The dragon gave up, letting his body go limp. 
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><p>Oikawa and Hinata watched in horror as Tobio and Yachi were 
finished with Aone, who groaned in pain.<p> 

"It _hurts_. " Was all he could utter before wrapping his arms around 
himself . 

With a growl, Hinata raised the albino up on his thigh and pressed a 
hand on his stomach. He threw a quick glare at Oikawa, who tried his 
utmost best not to look back. 

"_He_ started it." he mumbled, pointing at Tobio, who stuck out his 
tongue . 
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><pXstrong>AN : Geez, we're in February already! This story is 
already four months old! Thanks for all your follows, views, and 
favorites! (We're at 1, 800! You guys are * * * *_awesome_* * * * ! 

:D) ** 


**Thoughts? Lemme know!** 



**See ya!** 
**_-Tsuki _ 


14. Bumping Heads with the Princess 
* * ]^ ^ * * 

**_"! don't go looking for trouble. Trouble usually finds 
me . "_** 

**-J.K Rowling** 

**Bumping Heads with the Princess** 

***short chapter** 
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><p><emXstrong>Out side Room 204, 1:29 PM<strong>_ 

"I think I'm ready." 

Shimizu blinked at Koutarou, who stared right back at her, as if he 
wasn't planning on changing his mind. 

"Their game hasn't ended," she noted, patting his head. "Don't you 
want to see the end of it?" 

The boy looked down, fumbling with his hands. "I 
do . . . _but_ . . .well. . . " 

"No need to answer it, " she interjected, stopping his train of 
thought. Besides, if she had waited any longer he probably would have 
short-circuited under all the pressure. 

"Let's keep watching for now." 

"Oh! O-Okay..." 

From afar, Shimizu could hear the phone blare from the front desk. 

She chose to ignore it. 
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><p><strongXem>Town Square, 1:30 pm<em>** 

The game itself had actually paused, as Oikawa and Hinata were both 
still marveling at their knight with the foamed pirate sword. 

"Haha! Yachi-chan was _so_ cool~!" Tetsurou gushed, squeezing the 
little girl in a tight hug. 

"Where did you learn all of that stuff, anyway?" Asahi added, though 
not as enthusiastic (or proud of it) as the king was. "That stuff 
_hurts_. " 

"You're just weak, Asahia€"you let a three-year-old kick your 



butt ! " 


Asahi did a double-take before whirling around to face the ginger 
king. His face scrunched up in denial. 

"Whaa€"I'm not _weak_! That's mean!" He pouted, pointing an accusing 
finger at him. The king laughed. 

Oikawa furrowed his brows, while Hinata rolled his eyesa€"as if this 
wasn't the first time that this happeneda€"and brushed the veil out 
of his face. Even though it did no good, as it fluttered back over 
him, it didn't change his aura of annoyance. 

"Tetsurou, you know calling people names isn't nice." He lazily 
groaned. "Apologize." 

"But _Sensei_, " the boy instantly retorted, as if going through this 
too many times before, "you say that as if Asahi is like, the 
_bravest_ being on the universe anda€"" 

He couldn't get the rest of his sentence finished before the princess 
swooped down and swiped the paper crown of his head in a split 
second. Yachi felt herself gasp, while the rest looked on in shocked 
silence . 

When he looked up, he saw Hinata 's face, his eyes hard and lips in a 
creased line. Even through the excessively feminine veil over his 
face, Tetsurou could still see the tension in his expression. He 
shrank in place. 

"Say _one_ more thing and that crown of yours goes _bye-bye._" 

He knew that sometimes Tetsurou and Asahi could get into fights, 
mostly with the cat-eyed-boy ' s usual names of relating to cowardice 
and the like. But there were also times when he took it too far, and 
his attitude got the better of him. 

And if he wasn't careful, Hinata could be just as salty, if he was 
given the opportunity. 

The rest of the room was still deathly silent, which left the 
observers outside in a state of confusion. 

Eeeling the atmosphere stiffen, he softened his daunting presence 
over Tetsurou and looked dead in his eyesa€"but this time, they were 
gentle and kind, and were at no point boring holes into the 
six-year-olds skull. 

"You should _never_ say those kind of things about _anybody_. It 
isn't right, and you know that. Asahi may get frightened, or scared 
every once in a while, and may sometimes .. ._not_ seem like the 
strongest person around. But he's only six. And so are 
you . " 

Tetsurou 's eyes were saucers, staring at the redhead in both fear 
and, well, surprise. It was rare for him to ever get that mad, though 
he never showed it towards anyone. But now that it was directed 
solely on him, he didn't know what to say. 

Neither did Oikawa. He only knew the guy for two days and was 



practically rendered speechless. 


All he had ever got from Hinata was that he was a loud, immature 
weirdo who liked to hangout at equally weird restaurants. Not someone 
who could look straight at you and make you want to cower in fear. It 
was as if he was a whole other person! 

The redhead then sighed, still staring at the king with soft eyes but 
with a hint of sternness. 


"You understand me, Tetsurou?" 

He got a slow, but sincere nod in response. 


"Good. Now apologize. 
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><p>Koutarou watched as the one he labeled as the King walked over to 
the dark lord and bowed his head.<p> 

"Was that part of the game?" He asked Shimizu, who zoned out. 

She then regained her thoughts upon the boy's question. It was rare 
of her to lose focus at work so easily. She then noticed Hinata and 
his tense presence, along with Tetsurou, who sulked in one of the 
chairs next to Tobio. He seemed a bit sad, from her view. 

"I don't think it was." She replied, unsure how to really answer the 
question at all. 

"Oh." He felt his stomach churn at the thought. He saw the anger in 
the princess' eyes, and how, even though he was small, stood as if he 
was ten feet tall. 

Koutarou couldn't exactly put his finger on it, but it still made him 
shudder on the inside. He would only dare to get on his bad side like 
the king had done. 

"You're still free to go inside, if you want." Shimizu said, making 
her way to the room's entrance. Koutarou, though he hadn't realized 
it, felt himself lurch from his frozen position outside the door and 
hastily grabbed her wrist, as if he had been spooked by a ghost. The 
touch surprised the both of them. 

"I-I'm sorry, I didn't mean toa€"" He found the words tripping out of 
his mouth in incoherent sounds. It was dripping with 
embarrassment . 

"No, no, you're fine..." Shimizu was equally confused and 
embarrassed, but was a known master at hiding it. "But are you still 
sure on going in now?" 

The boy shook his head. The room seemed way too tense to walk in now. 
He didn't want to make the situation any worse for the king or 
himself . 

Plus, the princess was in a very, very bad mood. He had no intention 
on starting off on the wrong foot. His mother would be displeased if 
that were the case. 



I think I'll wait." Was all he said. 
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><pXstrong>AN : Sorry for such a short chapter! It actually would 
have been a lot shorter if to wasn't for one of my friends 

. A A ^ ^ 
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**I've actually been asked a lot lately about how long this whole 
thing will bea€"truthfully , I'm not sure myself XD** 

**Here's a small preview of the next chapter since this one was 
really short: ** 

_"With both the dark lord and dragon gone, the brave knight set out 
to rid of all the fires in the town. Meanwhile, far, far away, the 
prince and princess of Sunshine were busy trying to get the kingdom 
back in order from all the chaos." _ 

_Tobio held out a large blanket of paper, as if it was some sort of 
long, intricate speech written on it. He gave it to Hinata, who 
almost instantly gave it back to him. Knowing that Oikawa had wrote 
the speech, he wasn't planning on trying to comprehend the possible 
bullshit that was in it. _ 

_"The prince of Sunshine would read his very long, yet very assuring 
speech to the people, in hopes that they, with their undying love for 
the king, would calm down and defend their mighty kingdom! 

**See ya!** 

**_~Tsuki_** 


15. Enter the Owl Boy Part 1 

* * ]_ 5 * * 

**"It's okay to feel scared once in a while. Sometimes, it's worth 
it . "** 

**-Tsukiko Ono** 

**Enter the Owl Boy Part 1** 
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><p>"You're going to have to go in there soon, Koutarou." Shimizu 
said, patting the boy's head. "I can't stay here with you much 
longer . "<p> 

The boy felt his heart sink in his stomach. But he did know that he 
couldn't keep urging the woman to stay with him any more. The phone 
rung more than a few times during her time with hima€"the last thing 
he wanted her to worry about was missing important calls that were 
only a one-time thing. 


What could he do, though? The confidence within him practically 
shrunk with every reminder that he had to go inside at some point. 



Knights and Dragons was close to reaching its enda€"the sunshine 
prince would read his speech to the kingdoms people and end the 
terror in the palace. He figured then that it would be a good time to 
go . 

He looked at the clock just above him and Shimizu. It was close to 
two o ' clock already. 
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><p>"With both the dark lord and dragon gone, the brave knight set 
out to rid of all the fires in the town. Meanwhile, far, <em>far<em> 
away, the prince and princess of Sunshine were busy trying to get the 
kingdom back in order from all the chaos." 

Tobio held out a large blanket of paper, as if it was some sort of 
long, intricate speech written on it. He gave it to Hinata, who 
almost instantly gave it back to him. Knowing that Oikawa had wrote 
the speech, he wasn't planning on trying to comprehend the possible 
bullshit that was in it. 

"The prince of Sunshine would read his very long, yet very assuring 
speech to the people, in hopes that they, with their undying love for 
the king, would calm down and defend their mighty kingdom!" 

"But Tobio can't _read_, " Asahi muttered from his spot under the pile 

of Legos (representing some sort of 'burial', according to Aone) . "He 

doesn't know his alphabet very well." 

Oikawa looked over to the raven haired prince, who absentmindedly 
picked his nose. The brunette cringed. 

"Well, I mean... what else are we going to do? Tobio _is_ the prince." 
He snuck a furtive glance at Hinata, who swiveled his head in 
rejection . 

"I'm not reading that, so don't even ask." 

"But if Sensei doesn't read it, who will?" Asahi croaked, knowing he 

was supposed to be dead in the first place. Aone whacked him on the 
head . 
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><p>"Looks like they need help..."<p> 

Shimizu looked away from the front desk, missing the tenth phone call 
that day. Her face was dotted with irritation. 

"It looks serious," she said, doing her hardest to stay calm. 

"Perhaps they need someone other than themselves to help 

out ..." 

Koutarou knew what was bound to happen next. Yet at the same time, he 
still felt like he didn't. 

Maybe it was his duty to save the day and stare at a piece of paper 
for something. Maybe it wasn't. 


"I don't think I'm... able to." 



"And why's that?" Her voice was beginning to crack now, despite her 
attempts to hold it back. Koutarou quivered. 

"I don't know. I just... don't want to." 

"Nonsense . " 
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><p>"Well, since none of us apparently can't read, we're going to 
have to stop the game."<p> 

A chorus of groans and cries emerged after Oikawa's 'devastating' 
announcement. Hinata, on the other hand, was more than glad. 

"But _Senseiiii_! " Yachi whined, who felt somewhat mad and sad at the 
same time. "I liked playing the knight!" 

Oikawa nodded, ruffling her hair with his free hand. "Ah, I know 
Yachi-chan, " he cooed. "But that doesn't mean we won't play it 
anymore. Maybe another time." 

The girl seemed content with that answer, as she nodded her head in 
understanding and began to grab all of the foamed swords in her 
hand . 


Asahi rose from his grave of Legos, but then decided against it and 
stayed on the floor. Aone rolled his eyes, already halfway out of his 
dragon costume. 

They were never expecting what was to happen next. 
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><p>Koutarou saw everyone in the room begin to clean up, after an 
abrupt pause in their game. He was both disappointed and scared. He 
knew exactly what it meant. <p> 

He felt himself move backward, until he felt a warm hand press 
against his back. He looked up to see Shimizu's face. 

"Go, Koutarou. Please." She had said. 

Shimizu was beginning to get agitated now. Though she wanted Koutarou 
to feel less frightened at the aspect of a new . . ._world_, per say, 
she didn't think it'd be so much work. 

Koutarou knew he had to. He had to stop being a _baby_a€"it was 
something he often told himself a€"and had to go inside. 

His heart began to race, but in a good way. He narrowed his eyes at 
the doorknob. There was truly no turning back now. 

All he remembered was the crack. 


The crack of an open door. 



><pXstrong>AN : This is short yesa€"but the other chapter kinda makes 
up for it . * * 


**Hey guys! I haven't seen 
given you two new chapters 
also like you to know that 
over timea€"but hopefully. 


you in forever! Like I promised, I have 
as compensation for my absencea€"but I'd 
further updates may become more sporadic 
it won't be too long!** 


**See ya!** 


**-Tsuki** 


16. Enter the Owl Boy Part 2 

* * ]_ g * * 


**Enter the Owl Boy Part 2 ** 
**No quotes today! ** 
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><p>Koutarou was still frozen on the spot when all eyes were on him 
at that very moment. He wanted to say somethinga€"a greeting, at 
leasta€"to the others, but found not a single thing to be found in 
him. <p> 

Room 104 _never_ got any new kids. Space was a very sensitive thing 
in Ikeda, and the kids that were already there in the younger rooms 
usually didn't leave till they were too old. 

Tetsurou blinked, his own crown finding its way on the ground. He was 
confused as to how silent the boy was, despite practically barging in 
just seconds before. 

"H-Hello, " he finally croaked from his throat. Shimizu watched him 
from the outside, praying he'd say more. 

"Hi!" Yachi yelled first, waving at him. Koutarou felt his stomach 
finally settle. 

Aone responded with a grunt and a rare curve of his lips, while Asahi 
muttered a greeting from his tomb of Legos, feeling too comfortable 
to move a single inch. 

Hinata looked away in embarrassment (who would want to be greeted 
from a twenty year old man with a veil over their face) yet smiled 
anyway . 

He had an unsettling surge of relief fill his lungs, never having 
experienced such kindness beforehand. Before it was only him and his 
mother he had to worry about. 

"What's your name?" A voice questioned from behind him. 

Koutarou suddenly blinked. It was slightly familiar, yesa€"but it 
sounded much different now that he wasn't standing outside the 
room . 



He turned around. 


* * 


* 


><p>"Koutarou Bokuto, " a woman with short, brown hair murmured from 
her seat in the break room. A green apron was tied tightly around her 
waist. "Some new kid in 104. Heard he's replacing that other 
onea€"little guy's too old now."<p> 

She was in the employee's lounge with another co-worker of hers, 
eating the last of her turkey sandwich. A pair of black spectacles 
obediently sat on the top of her nose. "Seems reasonable," she 
replied almost bitterly, "It's about time he left." 

Her friend looked at her in mock shock. "Geez, Keikoa€"did you hate 
him _that_ much?" 

Keiko rolled her eyes, a look of annoyance on her face. "You know 
what I meant, dammit." 

The other woman laughed, twirling the strands of her hair with a 
teasing smile. "Oh, I know! But still. Isn't it weird at how Shimizu 
nor his own parents told him he was leaving?" 

Although she herself didn't know it, Keiko had been thinking about 
that too. She remembered caring for him over seven (God, she felt old 
now) years ago as an infant. Now, he was due seven years later to 
leave tomorrow. In all honesty though, she didn't have that close a 
relationship that he had with Shimizu. She figured that it would 
affect her more than herself. 

"Maybe they didn't want him thinking about it," she finally replied, 
sipping on a bottle of water. "If I had to leave somewhere from a 
place that I f elt ... comfortable in... I wouldn't want to end up 
counting down the days I have left." 
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><p>Tetsurou felt an uneasy nerve in his system. He didn't know what 
it meant, or why it was there in the first place. The more than timid 
boy (worse than Asahi, in his opinion) was busy introducing himself 
to everyone while he thought . <p> 

The limit on a number of kids in a room was five: that was one thing 
Shimizu had told him once long ago. When he counted, over and over 
again in disbelief, he kept getting the number 
six . 

_**Six** ._ 

_Six was too many,_ he had thought. Whenever there was too many in 
one room, someone would have to move into another. 

But Room 104 _was_ where the oldest age group dwelled. After that, 
there was **_no_** more daycare. 

Chills ran down his spine, his body stiffening with shock. 

Koutarou was taking the place of someone. He didn't know who... but he 
also didn't want to know. 



><pXstrong>AN : Thank you all again 
These chapters were originally all 
halfa€"it's kinda why they seem so 
slower, but they'll still be here! 


for being 
together, 
short now 
: ) ** 


so patient 
but I broke 
XD . Updates 


with me ! 
them in 
will be 


**See ya!** 


**-Tsuki** 


17. Tetsurou's Doubt 

* * ]_ "y * * 

**_"The new kids have always been opportunities for becoming your 
best friend. "_** 

**_- Anonymous _** 

**Tetsurou's Doubt and Depressing** 

**Phone Calls** 
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><p>"What's your favorite color?"<p> 

"Urn . . ._black_. " 

"What's your favorite animal?" 

"Owl! That one's easy..." 

"What's your favorite bubble gum flavor?" 

"Eh?" 

"Aone, stop asking him so many questions! Can't you see he doesn't 
like it?" Asahi whacked the albino boy on the head. Then, he turned 
to Koutarou with a lopsided grin on his face. 

After their insanely long game of Knights and Dragons, the kids 
finally had their long deserved snack of peanut butter cookies and 
milk. However, it was much more silent at the table than it usually 
was . 

Everyone's attention was fixed on Koutarou, and him alone. All the 
eye contact he got was overwhelming, yesa€"but for some reason, he 
also loved it. 

He never thought he'd get so many basic questions all at once from a 
boy who, everyone said, barely said a word other than incoherent 
grunts and noises. He felt honored, in a way. 

So did the boy, too. It seemed he never got to say anything to anyone 
without someone pouncing on him just to hear him speak. 



"I like regular bubble gum," he said with a smile. 

Aone shared another grunt of approval with Koutarou. Asahi rolled his 
eyes, turning to Tobio in hopes of starting a conversation. 

The four-year old did nothing of the sort. 

"So Koutarou, " One of the teachersa€"the narrator, if he remembered 
correctly from their gamea€"began, a sly smile on his face. "Or 
_Kou-chan,_ if you prefer my adorable little nickname for 
youa€" " 

"Your nicknames are _terrible_, " grumbled the one he knew as the 
redheaded princess (who began to look more like a _prince_, in 
Koutarou's eyes). 

"Oh _hush_, doll face. Nobody's talking to you." 

He saw the tint in the princess' face darken, and fell into a short 
spell of strange stuttering before he could even think about making 
an equally embarrassing comeback. The narratora€"and the mighty 
knight, who had short, blonde hair and a devilish smilea€"laughed, 
wiping his eye as if wiping a tear. 

"_Anyway~_, " he tried again, "You said you liked owls, did you 
not?" 


"I do . A lot! 'They're the bestest, awesomest, and coolest!' _Was 
what he _also_ wanted to say, but he quickly decided against 
it . 

"Ah. Well, have you ever seen an owl at night? And I don't mean on 
TV, either . " 

Koutarou blinked. "Wait... you mean..." He brought himself to a low 
whisper. " . . ._Up close?_" 

"Of course ! " 

At this, the kids gaped in sync with one another, as if that was the 
most dangerous thing in the world. Hinata mentally facepalmed 
himself . 

"What did the owl look like?" 

"What color were its eyes?" 

"Did the owl claw you while you were watching it?" 

"Did it even see you? ! " 

"Tell us. Sensei!" 

Oikawa dramatically fanned himself while he was overwhelmed with 
questions, but smiled nonetheless. 

"Ah, it would only seem fair that I tell you my tale..." 

_Oh boy._ 



><p>There were a few things Tetsurou knew about Koutarou now. And by 
few, he really meant a small amount. But regardless, he still 
knew . <p> 

Fact number onea€"He knew he was replacing someone. He also knew that 
he, besides Asahi and Aone, were the eldest ones in Room 104. It 
could have been either of them. 

Fact number twoa€"Whoever said boy was, they were more likely to 
leave by the end of the week. 

His parents hadn't said anything related to leaving, so he figured he 
was safe. Maybe. He wasn't sure about Asahi or Aone ' s parents 
either . 

He kept staring at Koutarou, that uneasy feeling still burrowed deep 
within him. Not even his snack could deter it away. It made his heart 
jump the more he thought about it. 

And being Tetsurou meant thinking about a lot of things that one 
wouldn't even think he could muster in his brain. Most probably 
thought he was just mentally out of it. 

But that wasn't important to him right now. What was? He still didn't 
know . 

He looked at Aone, a sense of longing in his eyes while he did so. 
He'd never forget how surprised he had been when he first showed up, 
even declaring that his mom never dyed his hair before in his 
lif e . 

He then glanced over at Asahi, and he felt somewhat annoyed yet also 
sad, too. He had never met such a bigger crybaby than him. It was 
hilarious sometimes, in a way. He'd probably miss him the 
most . 

Wait . . . 

_. . .Miss?_ 

_Nah...now I'm thinking too hard. _ 

Lastly, he looked over at Tobio and Yachi. 

Ah, Yachi. His sweet, sweet Yachi. Such a pretty, huggable, cutie 
pie. It was a shame she had to be stuck with a giant crybaby, an 
emotionless albino, and an equally emotionless (and incredibly 
stubborn) Lego enthusiast. 

Slowly, the uneasy feeling soon converted into something 
newa€"something he couldn't quite decipher still. 

Was it sadness? Was it pain? 

He just didn't know anymore. 



><p>Despite it being her main job, Shimizu hated getting phone calls. 
Most of the time it was either for delivery services (mainly pizza, 
which annoyed her to no end) or prank calls from grade schoolers who 
saw their number on the billboards on the highways. <p> 

And a select few of them were from parents. Around this time of year, 
the number of calls she got from them always seemed to progressively 
take up half her time. 

And there was always that _one_ parent who she _never_ wanted to talk 
to, _especially_ now. 

Naoko Kuroo. 

_"It's been a pleasure having you take care of our son so well over 
the years. It's been a big help for me and my husband. 

"I'm sure it has, ma'am. It's our job, after all." 

_"It still pains me to have to say goodbye after so long. But I'm 
sure you understand. Tetsu's getting older. He can't stay forever, ya 
know?" _ 

"Right... I do hope we can keep in touch, though. Perhaps as an after 
school thing?" 

_"Ah, my apologies, but I'm afraid I can't. Too many things are 
popping up . . . 

"I see. I'll have the paperwork ready for you tomorrow." 

There was a hesitant pause on the phone. Shimizu felt her heart 
stopa€"for reasons she didn't know of. 

_"Well. That's the thing, Kiyoko. I tried to keep this to 
myself... but now I think that's impossible..." _ 

She didn't like the sound of that. 

"Is there a problem Msa€"" 

_"We ' re leaving **today** ." _ 
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><pXstrong>AN : Geez, this story's title is so misleading compared to 
what I'm writing now XD.** 

**We're nearly towards our last few chapters of this storya€"and by 
that, I mean this 'part.' If you're still confused, here's a 
thought : * * 

**Think of it as Arcsa€"This is Arc 1, while the next part (the story 
after Tetsurou leaves) is Arc 2. Nonetheless, I'm still amazed at how 
far I've gotten with this story, being my first one and all. Thank 
you dearly for all the support you've given me! ** 

**See ya! ** 



18. Bespectacled Wishes 


* * ]_ 0 * * 


**_"To conquer frustration, one must remain intensely focused on the 
outcome, not the obstacles * 

**-T. F Hodge** 

**Finale Part 1** 

* *Bespectacled Wishes ** 
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><p>Shimizu still held the phone on the hanger, still to shaken to 
move her hand away.<p> 

_How dare she_, she wanted to say, but found it too immature to say, 
even to herself. 

She wasn't a parent. She wouldn't know, right? She couldn't be mad at 
Tetsurou's mother for being tactical about the matter, if that's what 
it really was. She also couldn't be mad at her for not telling him. 
She never found the courage to do it herself. It would be rude to do 
so, especially without his parents' permission. 

But something also told her that Tetsurou was beginning to find out, 
in a way. 

That was already bad in itself... if he found out the _day he was 
leaving, _ who knew what would happen? 

It was all up to her, wasn't it? 
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><p>"And so, I stood therea€"<em>well<em>, not really. I was crouched 
in the grass, so the owl wouldn't see me." 

"Oh whatevera€" just skip to the part where it claws your _pretty_ 
face up . " 

Oikawa grimaced. "Honestly, Shou-chan. If you were _so_ prepared to 
spoil the endinga€"and that's not even close to it, by the 
waya€"you're gonna have to wait." 

"Yeah Sensei," Yachi added, "You gotta wait!" 

Hinata rolled his eyes, ruffling her hair with a hint of '_whatever 
you say ' ._ 

"_Anyway . . ._! was able to get a good look at the owl, though in all 
honesty it was still hard to see its true self..." He stopped, 
thinking of what else to really say. 

"All I could see was its bright, killer eyes, pupils fully dilated as 
it stared at mea€"and thick, brown feathers ruffled against the 
breeze. I could _hardly_ breathe." 



He paused, letting his audiencea€"excluding Hinata and Tetsurou, who 
seemed to be doing his own thing in the cornera€"gasped in awe, 
waiting for him too continue. 

"It was beautiful. It was mesmerizing, even. It was tooa€"" 

"Are you gonna spend thirty minutes describing an owl you _never_ saw 
or what?" 

Oikawa grumbled to himself, the next thought trailing away from his 
mind thanks to the crabby Hinata whoa€"much to his annoyancea€"st ill 
called bullshit on his storya€"again . 

What was his problem, anyway? Nothing was wrong with stretching the 
truth, right? 
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><p>Tetsurou wasn't much of an owl person. He always thought they 
were creepy and extremely clingy. He remembered one time when he saw 
one on TV at home . <p> 

It was almost as it was staring into his soula€"it's eyes boring 
holes into his own. Kind of like being put in a trance, but with a 
heavy presence staring back at you. 

The presence felt very strong now. Though he knew everyone was 
crowded around Oikawa and no one was behind him, he could still feel 
that owla€"a silly barn owl, of all thingsa€"was still watching him 
from afar. 

He wondered if any of the others had noticed it too. Hinata stole a 
few glances back at him, but didn't move. 
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><p>She had never felt so reckless in her life.<p> 

What was she even going to _say_? All she wanted to do was tell 
Tetsurou before it was too late. What would she say with everyone 
else in the room too? 

Shimizu continued to imagine his reaction. Would he stare back at her 
in the midst of shock, or would he simply nod, already confirming his 
fate? 


She wished she could pound her heart back in its place. She wished 
she knew how she got so worked up over a little boy so much. 


She wished it could 
The clock struck at 
_**"I'm going to be 


all just _end_. 
three-thirty. Time was soon 
there at four-fifteen." **_ 


dwindling . 


For the first time, she growled to herself in a hushed whisper. 
Frustration was all that emitted from her thoughts. It didn't matter 
whether she thought it was wrong anymore. 


It was Naoko ' s fault. It was his father's fault. It was even Hinata 



and Oikawa's fault. 


But it was also her's, too. 

It was her fault for never letting them know. It was her fault that 
she had delayed the time to say anything about it, despite knowing 
ages before Oikawa came. 

But now was her chance ! She couldn't back away now... 

The handle was only a centimeter away from her hand. She firmly 
grasped it, letting her words sink it with it. 
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><pXstrong>AN : I wanted to really focus on Shimizu in this one, and 
I felt like making it short sort of helped me out in planning the 
end, in a waya€"I'll still try to make later chapters a bit longer, 
though 

**See ya!** 

19. Hold On 

* * ]_ g * * 

**_"Truth is never accepted without 
denial . "_** 

* *_-Anonymous_* * 

**Finale Part ii** 

**Hold On** 
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><p>"So now I'm close to ita€"so close that I could touch it, but not 
enough to actually touch it... if that makes any sense. "<p> 

" It doesn ' t . " 

"Shush. Anyway, I had decided to touch the owl, since it wasn't even 
looking at me, and it didn't look the least bit harmful. It was a 
plain looking owl after all." 

Tobio furrowed his brow in confusion. "I thought you said it was a 
dangerous owl . " 

"Yeah..." Asahi added in thought. "It had _killer_ eyes, 
remember? " 

"And thick feathers!" Koutarou continued. 

"And big eyes." Aone mumbled, widening his own with emphasis. 

Oikawa didn't need to look to know that Hinata was softly snickering 
behind him. He always seemed to be after him now, wasn't it? 



"Well, that is true... but this was actually the _second_ owl I saw!" 
He mentally cheered in triumph. He could instantly feel Hinata's 
glare bore holes into the back of his head. 

"A _second_ owl?! Whoa- ! " 

"That's _cool_! " 

"Was it a mommy and daddy owl?" 

"Did they see you too?" 

You gotta tell us. Sensei! _Please_?" 

Oikawa nearly gushed over the namea€"the one he had yearned to be 
called by since he graduateda€"as he put a hand over his chest, as if 
he was pleased with the second wave of excited questions from the 
kids . 

"_Well_~, " he teasingly began, "I'm sure I can elaborate a _bit_ 
more ..." 

Hinata rolled his eyes. The children cheered, unaware of their other 
teacher's obvious annoyance. 

"Now ... here ' s what haa€"" 

Oikawa was unable to utter another word, as the door violently burst 
open in a rush of surprise, startling both the children and Oikawa 
and Hinata. Tetsurou had already been watching the door for quite 
some time, seeing the faint outline of what looked like a woman from 
the outside. He had been wondering who it was. 

Now the woman was revealeda€"a disheveled, possibly sweating Shimizu, 
whose eyes seemed to glare seamlessly through her black rimmed 
glasses. She was slightly shaking, but to the eyes of little 
children, it was not as noticeable. 

Hinata was a bit shaken himself, never expecting someone as 
soft-spoken as Shimizu to burst through the door without knocking, or 
any sign that she was coming in. Even her usual calm posture now 
seemed distorted and converted into an unhealthy mess of shaking and 
uneasiness . 

Shimizu's eyes darted straight towards Tetsurou, who looked back in 
surprise. He had never saw her like that before. 

He had always associated her as a cool, calm, and collective 
ladya€"somebody who never cracked under pressure not felt the urge to 
quit when she felt wronged. 

Now she was looking directly at him, as if saying ' I need to tell you 
something.' It seemed urgent too, given her shaken presence. The 
cat-eyed boy felt his stomach sink again. The silence of the room 
pricked at his own beating heart, which was strangely calm. 

"Can... I see Tetsurou for a moment? It won't take long." She said in 
a quiet tone, now glancing towards Hinata and Oikawa. The two froze 
on the spot, unsure of what to say. 



Feeling it was only right, Hinata got rid of his earlier thoughts on 
the matter. Regardless, even when Shimizu had entered so abruptly, 
she was still in charge of everything when the owner wasn't. 

She was still the sole person who had authority over everyone. He 
couldn't bring himself to go against that. 

"Y-Yeah, of course, " he slowly replied, nudging Oikawa to the side 
near the kids. He was still completely confused, but chose not to 
argue with the redhead. 

From the sudden hint of sadness on his face, it seemed only 
reasonable that he backed off. 

"C'mon Tetsurou." Hinata called to the boy, who was now standing up 
and walking towards the two, " Miss Shimizu wants to talk to 
you . " 

_Why ?_ 

He said nothing as he felt his right hand be taken by Shimizu's 
almost instantly, a surge of warmth and sweat mixing into his own 
palm. The words '_nervous_' and '_scared_' popped into his head. But 
he didn't know why. 

He gently clasped her hand tighter, as if hoping to squeeze the pain 
away . 
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><pXstrong>AN : Hope you enjoyed it! ** 
**See ya! ** 

**-Tsuki** 


20. Confirmation 

* * 2 Q * * 


**Finale Part III** 
* *Conf irmat ion* * 
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><p>Tet surou ' s heart beat was surprisingly calm and steady, when 
compared to the tense vibe he was getting as he and Shimizu made 
their way past the front desk and into the back room, near where the 
bathroom was.<p> 

He could still detect a hint of sorrow and frustration on her 
facea€"the crook in her brow, and the tightness of her 
jawline . 

Where had he seen this face? It seemed somewhat familiar, yet at the 
same time he couldn't think of it. 


. . . Okay . " 



The sound of her voice startled him out of his thoughts, and he 
looked up at her in mild shock. Shimizu's overall tone was grave, as 
if she was paling by the minute. Her eyes began to squint as she 
slowly kneeled herself in front of Tetsurou and let his eyes meet 
hers directly. 

"...You've known me for a long time. Haven't you?" She asked, feeling 
the need to start a conversation before she completely broke 
down . 

Tetsurou nodded, noting this. He had known the woman for a lot of 
yearsa€"it wasn't a surprise to him that time had went by so 
fast . 

"Yeah. " 

"And. . ._well_. You also probably know that ... sometimes .. . tend to be 
a bit..." She then trailed off, too guilty to 
continue . 

"Unhappy? " 

Her hands grew clammy. 

"Yeah. . . " 
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><p>"That can't be it," Hinata murmured to himself, rubbing his chin, 
"It still doesn't explain why she had to snatch Tetsurou away like 
that . "<p> 

Oikawa shook his head. "She never actually 'snatched' him, though," 
he added, "She just kinda..." 

"_Took him_. My point exactly." 

The two had been engrossing themselves in trying to discover some 
sort of motive behind Shimizu's kidnappinga€"as Tobio wanted to call 
ita€"while the children played outside, already forgetting what had 
happened inside. They were sitting on one of the miniature benches 
near the swing set, which was currently being occupied by Yachi and 
Aone . Tobio was busy in the sandbox with Asahi doing his usual rounds 
of annihilating Asahi ' s fragile sand castle. His cries of despair was 
no surprise. 

Koutarou, despite his earlier enthusiasm after Oikawa 's short lived 
owl adventure, didn't really do much at all, choosing to walk around 
the playground and go scouting for any loose lizard he found around 
the place. 

The heat was strangely mild, even with the seemingly clear sky and 
bright sun radiating on everyone's faces. Perhaps a storm was coming 
soon . 

Oikawa still cursed himself on how he even got into the conversation 
with the guy on such a nice day. He hadn't even been thinking about 
it ! 



"I don't think she did it on purpose." Oikawa continued, feeling it 
only necessary to defend his angela€"he wouldn't let Hinata get the 
better of him. "That said, the way you're taking it is a _bit_ 
harsh . " 

"A _bit_?" Hinata retorted. "I should have a right to have my own 
opinion! If I think Shimizu's doing something wrong, then I shouldn't 
have to _not_ say anything about it." His tone was shaky, yet 
surprisingly firm. Hinata was the kind of person who simply blurted 
out in short tantrums whenever he felt insulted. Oikawa was 
unamused . 

"Your opinion and mine differ, Shou-chana€"but ... think about what 
you're saying." 

"What ' re you trying to say, jerk?" 

"Nothing. But seriously. Just hear me out. _Please_. " 

Hinata practically growled under his breath. He found it extremely 
annoying at how serious Oikawa was at the moment. 

For the first time, he was _actually_ acting his age, as far as he 
knew. There was no trance of play nor slyness etched on his face. He 
looked straight into his eyes, almost as fully as Aone . 

"...Fine..." He finally muttered, reluctantly letting his face 
redden. "Spit it out." 

He could see his mouth curve into a faint smilea€"whether it was one 
of triumph or purely false, he'd never knowa€"as he sat his chin on 
his hand. 

"How _old_ is Tetsurou?" 


* * 


* 


><p>"I thought about waiting, you know. I didn't want you to deal 
with it alone... but I guess I can't do that anymore. "<p> 

Tetsurou was still silent. He didn't know what to say. He didn't want 
to say anything either. 

Something was bound to happena€"but he didn't know what. He knew 
Shimizu was trying to tell him something, but that seemed too vague 
as well. 

But then he remembered. 

Koutarou was taking the place of someone. Ever since the week had 
begun a few days ago, his mother had been staying at work later than 
she had been. His father told him she was 'straightening things 
out . ' 

She was also rambling about school, a word Tetsurou had always been 
aware of, but never really thought about it that much. 

In fact... she hadn't even started that whole thing till _after_ his 



birthday . . . 

Shimizu looked on in a pained expression. 

"You're making this a lot harder for me than it should..." 
Tetsurou blinked. "How?" 

"Well . . . you ' re too quiet. Usually you're so merry around 

me ... " 

"... Sorry ..." 

Shimizu nodded, ruffling through his hair in thought. "I can tell 
you've been wondering about it too. I figured you would at some 
point . " 

■jk" ■jk" I "jk" "jk" 


"W-Whaa€"You know? ! " 

The woman jumped, startled over the boy's sudden change in attitude. 
He looked up at her in determination, hoping he'd get his 
answer . 

She hesitated now. When she looked up again, she saw that it was now 
_four_ o'clock. 

_I ' ve wasted too much time... _ 

"I'm sorry..." She began, her words sinking in sorrow. "I'm sorry... 
She had to think of something now. Is she didn't, it would have been 
all for naught. 

Tetsurou looked on in confusion. What in the world was she talking 
about now? 

_You're leaving in less than twenty minutes. _ 

_Your mother's going to send you to public school with nothing but 
the memory of this place and your old friends. _ 

_You won't be here anymore, and I can't do anything about it. 


You'll be lonely. You'll be afraid. You'll cry. You'll feel sad. 


_But you'll be okay. I know you will. 
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><p>Shimizu finally kneeled fully onto the ground, taking off her 
glasses and staring at the ground. She wasn't crying, but she still 
felt her eyes sting as if tears were truly falling. <p> 

Tetsurou had the same reaction, but was still standing. 


He had known that it would have gotten to that point. But regardless 
it still hurt him on the inside. It was one thing to have a theory. 



It was another to have that same theory become a reality. 


"I'll miss you . 


Shimizu glanced up. Her heart slowed, yet it burst when all she saw 
was a small, sincere smile spread across his face. How was he still 
happy? 


"Because I know you'll miss me too!" He responded, not aware that it 
wasn't exactly meant for him to hear. "If you miss me, then people 
will probably still remember me!" 


Shimizu blinked. "...You think people'll forget you?" 


The boy hesitated at first, but then nodded slowly. "When people 
leave, they're only thought about for a few days, and their friends 
forget them after that. I don't want that to happen to me..." He 
spoke with a quiet tone, almost as if he was content with accepting 
this fact. 


But not her. 

Suddenly, he felt a burrow of warmth consume the upper half of his 
body as Shimizu had hugged him, her hair slightly brushing against 
his cheeks. 

"It won't. I promise." 
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><pXstrong>AN : Hngh I didn't mean for this to be so depressing OmO; ; 
sorry about that lol** 

**0n November 10th of last year, I posted my first fanfiction on here 
with little to no experience on how to do so. Now around 4 to 5 
months later, it's finally met its end. ** 

**Since the next chapter is the last, it may take a while for me to 
update again, since I really want to work on it and satisfy all 
2,764a€"and count inga€"of you fabulous people. I am * * * *_truly_* * * * 
thankful for all your support. So perhaps sometime in April, if 
not the end of March.** 

**Also, expect a really long authors note XD** 

**See ya!** 

**-Tsukiko** 


2 1 . Farewell 
* * 2 ]_ * * 

**_"Remember me and smile, for it's better to forget than to remember 
me and cry."_** 

**-Dr. Seuss ** 


:;k- :;k- 


Farewell_"^ 



><p>Time was only second after seconda€"yet sometimes it felt like it 
spanned for centuries . <p> 

But for once, it had finally stopped. 

She had finally done it. At last, the secret was outa€"Shimizu no 
longer felt the guilt that hovered over her, and Tetsurou no longer 
felt the presence consuming him in fear. 

The two were both emotionally exhausted, breaking away from their 
long embrace when Shimizu checked the clock again in curiously. She 
didn't want to lose to Naoko yet. 

4 : 07 . 

She jumped at first. She did waste a bit of vital time, but that 
didn't matter. What mattered now was that she had to get Tetsurou 
ready before it was too late. It wasn't over yet. 

"You have less than a few minutes ... there may still time to say 
goodbye to everyone." 

"You think so?" Tetsurou had mumbled, a tad disappointed. Now that 
his suspicions had been confirmed, he wasn't so sure if he was ready 
to take on reality as soon as it had been destined for him to 
go . 

Shimizu nodded, gathering herself for what seemed like the millionth 
time that day. 

_It could have gone smoother, _shehad thought to herself, but as long 
as Tetsurou knew, it didn't matter whether she had bawled it out or 
tell him directly in his face. 

"C'mon. " 
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><p>"I can't <em>believe<em> it! He never told us at all!" 

"_Maybe_ he didn't know." 

Hinata scoffed. "Well, whatever the reason may be, I'm still mad." He 
crossed his arms and pouted his lips. 

Oikawa sighed. What was he, five? He, apparently the only one who 
actually tried to be mature about the situation for once, simply 
patted Hinata 's head, hoping to silence him. 

As much as he still enjoyed seeing the boy's face go red, he also 
didn't want him to make a scene when Tetsurou really did leavea€"he 
was not too fond of the idea of a repeat back at the bistro. 

Hinata shooed away Oikawa 's hand, too embarrassed to say 
anything . 


"Don't do that! This is serious ! I don't even have all of his 



paperwork ready." Oikawa raised a brow. 


"...Isn't that Shimizu's job?" 

Hinata frowned. "She's busy with Tetsurou, " he mumbled bitterly,"! 
doubt she was even thinking about it." He crossed his arms and stared 
at the swing set, where Aone swung, but lacked the enthusiasm of 
kicking his legs, as compared to Yachi, who went higher than 
him. 

Oikawa raised a brow. It was the first time he'd ever heard such envy 
in the redhead's voice. The neck strap of his apron began to feel 
itchy against his skin, which he found irritating as all hell. 

"I'm probably not one to talk," he began, "but if you asked me, I'd 
say you're a _bit_. . . " 

"I'm not _jealous_, if that's what you're getting at," Hinata 
retorted back, eyeing him narrowly. Oikawa shrugged. 

"I was _going_ to say concerned, but you seem to already have a 
defense for that." 

The redhead blinked, unaware of the older boy's sudden 
wink . 

_Concerned? _About what, exactly? The only thing he was thinking 
about was Shimizua€"her actions, her emotions... 

Her in _general_. . . He felt his face redden at the thought. 

"_Oooh_, seems I've hit a nerve~ ! " 

"_S-Shut up!_ Nobody ever said I was concerned for her! I'm just 
worried, okay?" 

"Oh yeah, and I'm guessing that means _nothing_ to you, right?" He 
laughed. "It's okay, Shou-chana€"maybe when Tetsurou leaves, you can 
_sweep her off her feet,_ kiss her tears away, anda€"" 

"Will you _please_ stop that?!" a red faced Hinata yelled, his voice 
cracking. "It was _never_ like that!" 


A short pause left both boys speechlessa€"bef ore Oikawa completely 
fell over in laughter. 
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><p>"You know, when the baby comes out, you should name it Tetsurou! 
Like me ! "<p> 

Keiko stared at the seven-year-old in both surprise and skepticism. 
She was still shocked herself when he wanted to say goodbye to her 
_f irst_. 

Last time she checked, she hated his gut sa€"_always_ wetting the crib 
despite wearing diapers with extra soak powers (or whatever it was 
called) , _whining_ constantly about what he had wanted to eat, and 



_never, ever_ letting go of her leg when she had to leave on her 
lunch breaks . 

"I'll consider it... but Tadashi already has a few we're thinkin' 
about." She sighed, a somewhat dreamy look on her face when she 
mentioned it. 

"I bet his names are really _lame_ compared to mine, though!" 

Tetsurou boasted, smiling. 

"Tetsurou, don't say thata€"it's not nice." Shimizu sighed, ruffling 
his hair. He recoiled from the touch in embarrassment, grabbing her 
leg as if hiding away from the blonde woman. 

Keiko rolled her eyes, a small smirk forming on her face. 

"_Nah_, he's kinda righta€"so far the best one he's got off the bat 
is like, Fuyumi . . . " 

"Aw, _what_? ! " Tetsurou gasped, eyes wide. "I didn't know it was a 
_girl_! " 

Keiko laughed. "Me either, till yesterday. I'm still surprised, 
actually . " 

Tetsurou smiled at her in awe, seeing her in a face other than a mere 
scowl left a strange, yet happy feeling in his system. 

"We should go now. There's still the others..." The bespectacled 
woman said, looking at the clock again in the infant room. 

It was close to 4:15a€"yet she could hear no sign of a car pulling up 
to the daycare, nor any sign of another person in the lobby (there 
was a small bell on the main door whenever anyone happened to come 
in) . 

Tetsurou looked up at her in short disappointment, and reluctantly 
nodded. He wished he could've stayed longer to see Keiko and her new 
daughtera€"f inding out if her name would be Tetsurou or not was one 
of those reasons. 

Then he turned to Keiko and began to say something, before she 
suddenly put her finger on his lips to silence 
himself . 

"_Hey_a€"don ' t pull that _goodbye_ mess on me," she scowled, eyebrows 
furrowed. "I know I'll see you again eventually, so keep your head 
up, alright?" 

Tetsurou felt ready to cry, tears already welling within hima€"yet 
smiled wide under her finger, as he quickly lunged his arms around 
her neck, making her cough in surprise. 

_"H-Hey,_ watch the stomach, please!" She sputtered, yet didn't want 
to let go of the boy just yet. 

"S-Sorry . . .but . . . I ' 11 _really_ miss you..." He mumbled, hiding his 
face in the crook of her neck, water already running down his 
cheeks . 



Keiko felt it against her neck, and held Tetsurou closer. She hated 
when kids cried in generala€"especially if those 'kids' would 
eventually be wrapped up with little beanies on their head in the 
hospital and soon cry all day and night. 

"_Shhh_. . . I ' 11 miss you too." 


* * 


* 


><p>Hinata and Oikawa had lined up all the kids near the door into 
the classroom from the playground. With a heavy heart, the redhead 
had been the one to tell them the late news, earning an overall 
reaction of shock and sorrow. <p> 

"We're getting everyone inside _now_a€"if Tetsurou and Shimizu are 
coming, then we have to be _ready_! " 

"_Yes, Sensei!" _ 

Hinata bent down to face the children directly, gazing at each of 
their forlorn faces. 

_"_It ' s okay to cry if you need toa€"_yes_ Asahi, I'm not 
kiddinga€"it ' s most likely he'll cry too!" 

Yachi sighed, a melancholy expression playing on her face. For as 
long she could remember, she had always been Tetsurou 's little 
princess. With him gone, there was really _no one_ else to fill his 
shoes . 

Aone was too distant to show much affection, and when she'd try to 
play with him, he'd often cower. Asahi... was just Asahi, and Tobio 
was a ball of stubborn. Plus, he never let her play with his bricks 
unless Hinata forced him to. 

But there was always _Koutarou_. . . 

The boy didn't say much, but compared to everyone else seemed to be 
the most liable to play with her. Though he didn't seem too outgoing 
and gushy as Tetsurou had been, she didn't really mind. 

All she really wanted was a friend, anyway. 

Once inside, the kids all sat on the carpet, Hinata sitting in one of 
the lone chairs near the door and Oikawa choosing to simply stand by 
it . 

He thought back to the past few days while everyone was busy getting 
themselves together. 

He thought about Tetsurou the most. How when he first arrived, he 
didn't seem to dislike him nor like him. It seemed to be a bit of 
both. Regardless, he eventually warmed up to hima€"and they ended up 
having a very unlikely friendship. He wondered if Hinata had felt the 
same way. 

The redhead was still silent, his demeanor cracking, but not so much 
that he didn't look like he was about to bawl in tears. 


Koutarou sighed, partially feeling guilty, but at the same time 



feeling good, despite the situation. He didn't like the fact that 
Tetsurou was leavinga€"but it also would have happened eventually, 
wouldn't it? He was too old. 

_You shouldn't say such awful things_, his mind often scolded in him, 
a voice greatly resembling his mother, _he'll be missed by 
manya€"don't think about yourself. _ 

But why did he feel like he _should?_ It wasn't he who was leaving, 
after all. 

"Will he come back?" Asahi had asked timidly, as everyone looked at 
him in silence. 

"...I don't know..." Hinata replied in a low mumble, keeping his 
voice steady. His mop of red tufts fell over his face. "But if he 
doesn't, then don't think of it as a... what's the word?" 

"A funeral?" Oikawa immediately interjected, the word already playing 
on his lips. Hinata frowned. 

"Yeah, that." 

Asahi nodded, faintly smiling at him through his glazed eyes, tears 
already finding their way down his face. In an instant, both Yachi 
and Tobio found their way around his waist in an embrace in hopes to 
comfort him. 

"Okay. . . " 

The door, its presence already known to the kids of Room 104, had 
suddenly opened yet again. 

A cat-eyes boy and a bespectacled beauty appeared from within. 
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><p>a€»iHSa€»<p> 

The last thing he remembered was being greeted by a crowd of 
silenta€"and some cryinga€"children all waiting to see him off. The 
sight was both heartbreaking and joyous, in its own twisted 
way . 

There were still people that cared for hima€"that would remember him. 
His dear friends. 

He remembered Asahi crying into his shoulder, and Aone shaking both 
his hands in an awkward motion, and later hugged him, his eyes glazed 
and filled with longing. 

He also remembered Tobio coming up to him, and had him extend his 
hand out to him. He shyly laid something small into said hand, and 
ran back to the carpet in embarrassment. 

When Tetsurou had looked down at his hand, a small, cat shaped Lego 
figure met his eyes. He felt himself smile as water streamed down his 
face . 


Yachi had walked up to him at that time, seizing his face in her tiny 



hands and instantly kissed his cheek, earning a surprised squeal from 
both him and Hinata (and a sly laugh and possible _whistle_ from 
Oikawa) . When asked of how she even came to do that, she simply 
giggled and wrapped her arms around him, his face still beet 
red . 

Almost instantly, Hinata had (barely) picked the boy off the ground 
and smothered him with one of the tightest hugs he had ever 
experienced in his life. Oikawa patted his back and said his goodbye, 
Hinata already taking up most of his time while he was busy muttering 
farewells into the boy's ears. 

He still had a hard time thinking about Koutarou. The boy simply 
looked at him and smiled, hoping to shake hands with him. Tetsurou 
had complied, finding his free hand out of his pocket and returning 
the favor. As he had done so, Koutarou stared at him in thought, as 
if questioning him through his mind. 

Even now, he still wondered what it had all meant. But as far as 
daycare went, that chapter was over. 

Now he would journey into an unknown worlda€"a place he didn't know 
whether to be afraid of of not. A place that seemed so far away yet 
was across from his own house. 

A place away from his own friends. 

The feeling still hurt within him, but he knew in time that it would 
subside, and he could start focusing on other things. His mother had 
looked back at him with tiresome eyes, surprised by his quiet 
demeanor . 

"Are you okay, hon?" She had asked him, her voice loud yet full of 
concern. "You don't look too hot." 

Tetsurou had nodded, touching his cheek and feeling his face warm up. 
"I'm fine, mama. I'm just tired, that's all." He let his eyes glance 
over to the window, entranced by the moving trees and streetlights. 
The sun was fading away, and a sky filled with bright reds, oranges 
and yellows pulsed the atmosphere. He felt his eyes droop from all 
the beauty. 

Naoko sighed, her eyes back on the road. "Alright. But you know, if 
there's anything you want to talk to Mama about, I'm all ears, 
okay ? " 

"Got it." 
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><pXstrong>AN : Hello everyone! Thanks for being so patient for 
thisa€"I hoped you all enjoyed it! :)** 

**I'd like to thank users trashtooru, the unknown assassin, 
ratsetsuyukino, missmyosot is , goingdownthehill , alisha arlexa, 
academysscholar314 , Trollolol, Riomi-senpai , Nightmare Knight Zero, 
MidnightAmythest , MelitalolS, Kadinbear, JuneInparisOl, Hikaru no 
Tsubasa Tenshi, Hakuei, GenuisPineapple, Forbiddentof ly , 
EurekaXUzumaki , Dotted-Daffodil, DeathToLove22 , Daedalus Collective, 
CakesClover, Amplifyingly Loud, and Alyss-z, and Bluelcel2 for 



following and/or favoriting this story! ** 

**Like, seriously. I never thought I'd get this much out of this 
simple idea XD ** 

**I'd also like to thank the whopping 3,000+ people and/or users who 
read and never stopped reading this bad boy, for which I'm truly 
grateful ! * * 

**Of course, like I said a few chapters ago, there ****_may _****be a 
sequel for thisa€"but it'll come much later, due to the fact that I 
want to work on other thingsa€"and finish up school and the 
likea€"that ' ve actually been on my computer for a while, so that can 
keep you occupied until then. 

**The end is only the * * * *_beginning_* * * * , as far as the story itself 
goes. Thank you so * * * *_very_* * * * much for your support, and I'll see 
you later! ** 

**Until next time, ** 

**_Tsuki_** 


22. Welcome Back? 


^ ^Welcome Back . . . 
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><p>Just yesterday, the moon had revealed itself in the darkest of 
night and stayed there for quite some time.<p> 

Now it has resigneda€"giving it's position to the blazing sun, 
signaling another bright day when the rays finally peeked out from 
under an array of stubborn clouds. 

It also signaled a new beginning for a small, rather delicate (though 
he would not admit it) boy whose face was covered by an army of 
sheets wrapped over his head. 

The beginning in which he would come to despise. 

He yawns, covering his mouth with one hand and wiping his eyes with 
another. His room was dark, with only the blinds securing any light 
that peered into the space. Near the door, however, he saw one of the 
lights being turned on, and pacing shadows that went back and fourth 
constantly. Blinking again, in agonizing realization, the boy quickly 
dragged himself under the covers of his bed and shut his eyes 
hard . 

He didn't want to go today. 

It wasn't even supposed to be Monday right now. It was _supposed_ to 
be Sunday. Another day in which he didn't have to get up so early in 
the morning. 

And yet, the date above his calendar proved to be none of the 



latter . 


"_Tetsurou~_! " A voice called from the outside. It was low yet 
feminine, as a tall woman opened the door to the once dark room and 
hovered over the giant marshmallow forming under the covers. She 
smelled of lilac perfume and wore a heavy frown on her face. 

"_Oi_, Tetsu..." She said again, this time softly. "You should be up 
already . " 

The lump in the bed did not respond, but the woman felt a light nudge 
on her waist . 

_"I don't wanna go today..." _It mumbled. 

"You have to." 

The woman then grabbed hold of the whiny lump and squeezed it's 
sides, causing a fit of laughter from the crab that inhabited in 
it . 

"Ia€"Ia€"HAHA! I don ' ta€"wannaa€"_HAHA_! _* *MAAAA ! " * *_ 

"Let's go, hon ! _I'11_ drive you, if it makes you feel any 
better . " 

Tetsurou slowly lifted his head above the sheets, blindly staring 
into his mother's hazel orbs. They were so beautiful to 

him. . . 

"Where are your glasses?" She inquired again. 

The boy's tired eyes glanced towards the nightstand carelessly, where 
a cleaned pair of bright red spectacles sat cross-legged, waiting for 
him. 

"Over there." 

Grabbing them carefully, Naoko wiped away the crusts from the crooks 
of his eyelids with her pinky finger, and applied the rather large 
accessory on top of his round, plump nose. 

Suddenly, just as quick as she had come, another figure slid into 
Tetsurou 's faint room without a care in the world. 

Muscular (mostly at the arms) yet sickeningly short, the young man 
approached Tetsurou and looked into his eyes. It didn't seem like he 
was a morning person, either. 

"Hi, Daddy!" 

"...Did you forget there's school today?" He had completely ignored 
the greeting and frowned. Tetsurou stared blankly at him, wriggling 
out of his grasp and leaning towards his mother. The man, clearly 
knowing he wasn't going to get an answer from his absentminded son, 
turned to Naoko with a huffy and exasperated look. 

"...Did you _just_ get in here?" He asked, gesturing to the door. 
Naoko rolled her eyes. 



"_Yes_, I did." 

"Then _why_ is he still in bed? We're already late! It's past seven 
thirty ! " 

Naoko sighed and looked back at the yawning boy, who simply giggled 
behind his hands. His father noticed this, and furrowed his dark 
eyebrows . 

"What's so funny, Tetsu?" 

Shaking his head, he plopped onto the ground in his spaceman pajamas 
and scurried to the closet. His father simply sighed and pinched the 
bridge of his nose. 

"Oh chill out, old man, " Naoko sighed, petting his hair like an 
unkempt dog, "It ain't the end of the world if he's late, you 
know . " 

Watching him in thought, Tetsurou began to smile. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"And so I said <em>'wow, aren't <em>you_ just the cutest thing on 
Earth_' a€"and she looked at me with this real funny 
look. " 

"Mhm . " 

"And when I tried to ask her what was wrong, she didn't even say 
anything! She just... ran off! Can you _believe_ 
that ? " 

"_Shocker_. " 

Oikawa pursed his lips, knowing Iwaizumi probably hadn't had a care 
in the world about what he was saying. The sarcasm happened to be a 
lot stronger than usual, anyway. 

"You know, I'm _appalled_ that you think so lowly of my stories, 
Iwa-chana€"I for one think I don't deserve such an attitude from 
you." He complained. 

"And _I_ for one think you friggin' talk too much," He instantly 
retorted back, "Keep it up any longer and people'll start tuning you 
out . " 

The two were slacking off at a coffee shop nearby where Iwaizumi now 
worked (this was what, the fifth one he got employed at?), eating an 
unhealthy amount of cinnamon buns washed down with ice cold tea. 
Mondays had never felt so uneventful. 

"Oh c'mon! At least I try to socialize with others!" 

"Who the hell said that was a choice?" 

Oikawa scoffeda€"of course, he was too thick headed to understand. 

"No one did, sweetie. I'm just saying you should be a _little_ 
more . . ._understanding_. " 



"Whatever, asswipe. Don't you need to get going, anyway?" He pointed 
to his watch, noting the t imea€"Oikawa narrowed his eyes to get a 
closer look. 

_Aw poo, why now?_ 

"Damn, and I was so confident in being on time today..." He heaved a 
heavy sigh, staring at the ceiling with tired eyes. Iwaizumi chuckled 
to himself a€"what a dumbass. 

"The clock's ticking, retard," He snickered. "You should get 
going . " 

"Oh _please_, you want me to stay just as much as the next hottie. 
But, yesa€"I should get going." With a sly smirk, he got up from his 
chair with a start. 

_I guess that it's that time of day again~._ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><strong>Hello everyone! Great to see you again . <strong> 

**This isn't really a sequel, but rather... a little oneshota€"I 
couldn't think of anything else to write, as writer's block hit me 
pretty hard. But I decided to post this anyway, because trust mea€"I 
haven't forgotten about you guys just yet.** 

**I've also gotten out of the Haikyuu fandom for a while, so that's 
also the reason I haven't posted in months.** 

**But with this, I can sleep happy knowing I haven't left all you 
beautiful people waiting for a supposed sequel. Feel free to PM me if 
you'd even like to continue this story yourself! (And by that, I mean 
you have toa€"because credit :))** 

**So with that, farewell!** 

**Have a great day!** 

_**~Tsuki**_ 


End 
f lie . 



